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OF THE 4 


BEGGARS OPERA. 


Au I. An old woniait cloathed in grey, be. 


HROUGH all the employments, of life, 1 
Wh — oa | | 


All profeſſions be. 


rogue 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a 25 | 
The lawyer be-knaves the 3 Rebel 
And the Be Ke . wa <4 


Thinks his trade as honeſt as mine. wo 


Als II. Thebonny x 8 morn, . 


"Tis women thet this 
— 
very eyes ae, 
She tricks 
run like 
rec ge H in are won by 
. 
5 bas. : * #5. | 
- 
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Near it the bees in play flutter 


Cad. - 

| Am III. Cold and raw, &c. 
If any wench Venus girdle wear, 

Though the be ever fo ugly: 
Lilies and roſes will quickly appear, 

And her face look worid'rous ſmugly, 
Beneath the left ear ſo fit but a cord, 

(A rope ſo charming a 2one is!) 

The youth in bib cart 2 the air of a lord, 

And we cry, there dies an Adonis. 


M 


An lv. Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain'd, &c. 


If love the virgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honour's ſing d, and then for life 

| — I dare not name. 


An v. . eg things we do, &c. 
A maid is like the golden ore, 
Which hath * intrinſical in't, | 
Whoſe worth ia never known before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the mint. 
A wife's lik&a guinea in gold, 
with the name of her ſpouſe ; 
Now here, now there; is bought or js fold ; 
"And i is curceht in every houſe, 


* What ſhall I do to ſhew how much I 
love her, & c. 

1% are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 

hich in the garden ename ground; 

butter, 

-And-gaudy butterflies frolick around; 

n no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent (as yet fweet) - 


TR ae? 


| Katy Gl and cy and wed ke fo, 


* 


g Wu p 4 — "= 


Co 


Sol thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 


11 


As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings ber- 3 


Can love be controul'd by advice? 


( 3) 


Am VII. Oh London is a fine town. 

Our Polly is a ſad ſlut! nor heeds what we have 
taught her, 

I wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter! 

For ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and 
hoops to ſwell her pride, 

With ſcarves and ſtays, and gloves and lace; and 
ſhe'l] have man beſide ; 

And when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, all tempt- 
ing fine and gay, 


ſelf away. 
Our Polly is a fad flut, &c. 


Air VIII. Grim king of the Ghoſts, &c. 


Will Cupid our mothers obey ? 
my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame twould have melted away. + 
When he kiſt me, fo cloſely he preſt, 
Tas fo ſweet that I muſt have * 1 


To marry, for fear you ſhould 
An IX. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haſt thou 


been ? 
O Polly, you might have toy'd and kiſt, 
By keeping men otf, you keep them on. 
But he fo teas'd me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me, 
What I did, you muſt have done. 


An X. Thomas, I cannot. &c. 
I like a ſhip in ſtorms was toll, 
Yet afraid to put in to land ; 
For ſeia d in the port the ceſlel's loſt, 
— treaſure is — 
| 2 


{ + 
The waves are laid, 
— Pays paid, 


enpreſſion 
= . 
I alk no ->——_ 


My alrs in my poſſeſſion. 


Am XI. A ſoldier and a ſailor. 

A fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 

Ax bore your health and pence, ſin, 

Your daughter rob your cheſt, ir, 

Tour wife may ſteal your reſt, fir. 

— A:thief your goods > nnd plate: 

Bot -this:is 21 but. pickinꝑ, 

With reſt, pence, cheſt, and Chicken; 

— Mg was-decrech, fir, - 
er's hani. is fer d, ſir, | 

ſteals your whole eſtate. 


un XI. New, parents dear. 
Ob ponder well, be not — 
| I wretched wife“ 
on the rope that hangs my dear, 
Deponde poor Belly's Life. 


_ Ax Xe Le primemps-rapelte am IIS. 
The turtle thus with plaintive crying, 


"The um thee atk lamp en 
—̃ 
s quite wit 
Far d — 28 paif'd in! — 


nx. Parrot. f. — 
Fretty Polly, 1 * 
When 1 


TY: 
Without diſguiſe, 
Heaving ſighs,. 
Doating eyes,. 

My conſtant heart diſcover. 

Fondly, let me loll. 
© pretty, pretty Poll. 


My heart was ſo free, 
It rou'd like the bee, 
Till Polly my paſſion. requited. 
I ſipt each. flower, 
I chang'd ev'ry hour; 
But here ev'ry flower's united 


Am XVT. Over che hills and far away. 
; Were I laid on Greenland's- acaſt,. 
I And in my arms embrae d my laſs.; 


Warm amidſt eternal fraſt, 
Too ſoon the half year's night would pam. 
dea. Were I ſald on Indiaw foit,. 
Soon as the burning day was clos d, . 
I could mock the ſultry toil, 


When on my charmer's breaſt repos d. 
And. E would: love you all. the day, 
| | Every night would Kiſs and play, 
TmS | If with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Over the hills and far away. 


Alx XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing 
© what pain it is to part! 8 A 
Can I leave thee, can I leave thee * 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 
* But left death my lave ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 
I Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart, 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. WES 
EN Ez Aim 


C03 


Am XVIII. O the broom, &c. a 

The miſer thus a ſhilling fees, | | 
Which he's obliq d to pay, | 

With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 

And fears tis gone for aye. 

The boy, thus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes ; 

But ſoon as out of ſight tis gone, | 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 8 


Arx XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 
Fill ev'ry glaſs, _ 
For wine inſpires us, | . 
And fires us, | | 
With courage, love, and joy ; ; | = 
Women and wine ſhould life employ, = 
Is there aught elſe on earth defirous ? | 1 


Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 


Air XX. March in Rinaldo. 
Let us take the road. : 
Hark! I hear the ſound of coaches ! 
The hour of attack approaches, 
To your arms, brave boys, and load. 


 - See the ball L hold! 

* Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, 

. Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, f 
And turns all our lead to gold. 


Alx XXI. Would you have a young virgin, 
N | E. 
If the heart of a man is depreſt with cares, 
I be miſt is diſpell'd when a woman apppears; _ 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, . 
Raiſes the ſpirits and charms our ears. 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 


„ i SGT i 


. 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, i 
, With bliſſes, | 
” Her kiſſes, | 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


Ala XXII. Cotillon. 
Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty 
She alone who that em ploys, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay, 
Beauty's Ce in d 
's a flower, deſpis d in decay. 
Yeuth's the ſeaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow. | 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
| Let us drink, &c. 


Al XXIII. All in a mi iſty morning , 
Before the barn-door crowing, . 4 
The cock by hens —. 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended; 
Then one he ſingles from the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen, 
With how do you do, and how do you do, 
And how do you do again. 


B 4 


* * ** , COP 
CF 9 | 
Am XXIV. When once I lay with anoth 


| 414 wife, &c. 3 
The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike, 
If they meddle, your all is in danger; 

Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Vour _ they pick, and they pilfer your 


And give your eſtate to a ſtranger. 


AIR XXV. frſt I laid ſiege to my 
2 Chloris, &c. | 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where Lyill, 
In all kmdsof i FE 
I ſhall find no ſuch furies as theſe are. 


Amn XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers think it no 


| harm, &c. EY 
Man may eſcape from rope and gun, . 


Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the doQor's pill; 
Who takes a woman muſt be undone, 
That baſiliſk is ſure to kill. 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſweets, 
So he that takes woman, woman, woman, 
He that takes woman, ruin meets. 


An XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar came, &c... 


Thus when a good houſewife ſees a rat 
Ihn her trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goos pit - a- pat, 
In revenge of her loſs of bacon: 
Then ſhe throws him 
T > the dog or cat, 


Veo be wony'd, cruſh'd, and ſhaken. 


Alix 


E: 


Is 


(5s) 
Ar XXVIII. "Twas when. the ſaa was ra- 
ing, &c- 
How cruel are the traitors, 
Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded area tur, 
Of virtue, fame, and zeſt; 
Whoeves ſteals a ſhilling, 
Thro' ſhame: the guilt conceals ; * 


| In love the perjur'd villain, 
| | With boaſts the theft reveals. 


Ala XXIX. The ſun had Ioos d his weary 
teams, & ee. 


The firſt time at the looking - glaſ 
The mother ſets her daughter, 
The image ſtrikes the ſmiling laſs | | a 
Wi ſelf-love ever after. 
Each tune ſhe looks, ſhe fonder grown, 
Thinks ex'ry charm grows ſtronger : 
But alas! vain maid, 2H eyes but your own, 
Can ſee you are not younger. 


Alx XXX. How happy are we, & 
When yon cenſure the age, 
Be cautions and ſage, 
Leſt the courtiers offended ſhould be; 
H vou mention viee or bribe, 5 * 
I is fo pat to all the tribe, | . i 
Each crics—that was leuell' dat me- 12 


7 Alx XXXI. Of a noble race was Shin km 
Eh Is then his fate decreed, fir ? 
Such a man can I think of quitting ? 
When firft we met, fo moves me yet, 
© ize how my heart is ſplitting? 


cx” 


15 


( = ) 


| 1 482 EEE. 
You'll think, ere many days enſue, 
This ſentence not ſevere; 
J hang your huſband, child, tis true, 
But with him hang your care. 
| I ang dang dillo dee. 


Ain XXXIII. London ladies. 
If you at an office ſolicit your due, 
And would not have matters ne 


To do what his duty directed. 
Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
 _ Shextos has this palpable failing, 
_Theperquikite ſoftens her into conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


1 Alx XXXIV. All in the Downs, &c. 
Thus when the ſwallow, ſeeking prey, 
Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
His conſort with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' event; 
Her chatte ring lovers all-around her ſkim, 


him. 


Fix XXXV. cone” —- heard of a frolick ſome 
itty. | 
How happy could I be with either, 
Were t other dear charmer away 
But while you thus teaze me together, 
To neither a word will I ſay; 
But tol, de rol, &c. 


— 
You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 


She heeds them not (poor bird !) her ſoul's with 


Aris 


41 81 = 


ä 


Am XXXVI. Iriſh trot. 
I'm bubbled. 


m bubbled. 

O how I am troubled ! 

Bamboozled and bit! | 

My diſtreſſes are doubled. 

When 3 ſhould the hangman 
u 

Theſe fin rs with pleaſure could faſten the nooſe ! 

I'm bubbled, &c. 


Airs XXXVII. 

Ceaſe your funning ; 
Force or cunning 

Never ſhall my heart trepan; 
All theſe alles | a 
Are but malice, 

To ſeduce my conſtant man. 
"Tis moſt certain, 
By their flirting, 

Women oft have envy ſhewn ; 
Pleas'd to ruin, 
Others wooin Fo - 


Never happy ia cir own | 


Ariz XXXVIIL. Good morrow goſſip Joan. 
Why how now, madam Flirt; ; 


If you thus muſt chatter, X Þ 6 
And are for ** 4 - = 
Let's try who be can ſpatter, 3 
Why how now, ſaucy jade; ; 1 
| Sure the wench is tipſy; ht” 3. 
How can-you fre me and [To hin- 


The ſcoff of fuch a a ech! ? * 1 
Sauey jade! [Toher. A 


( mw) 


Ars XXXIX. Iriſh bowl. 
No power on earth can e er divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty*d. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true-love's knot they faſter bind. 
Oh, oh ray, oh Amborah—oh, oh, oh, &c. 


Air XL. The laſs of Patie's mill, &c, 

I like the fox ſhall grieve, 

"Whoſe mate had left her fide, 
Whom hounds, from morn to eve, 
| Chaſe o'er the country wide. 
Where can my lover hide? 
A Where cheat the wary pack ? 
| If love be not his guide, 

He never will come back! 


Am XLI. If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c. 
When young at the bar you firſt taught me to 
WW... ſcore | 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs d by the parſon, the ſquire, and the ſot, 
When the gueſt was departed the kiſs was forgot. 


Tuhat 1 languiſh'd andpin'd till I granted the reſt. 


Ax XLII. South-ſea ballad. 

” Myfore is all madneſs and folly, 

1 OA _AlaneT lie, 

p , - © -Toſg, tumble, and cry, 

„ What happy creature is Polly! 

> ge Teen li fan, 

* - With mage I redden like ſcarlet, 2 
4 Wer iy dear inconſtant varlet, 4 
I. lind to my charms, oo 


I loſt in the arms 
BZ Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot ! 


| But his kiſs was fo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
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( n3 ) 
Stark blind to my charms, 
Is loſt in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlot! 
Ty this my reſentment alarms. 


Ala XLIII- Packington's pound. 
Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found. 
bien: - gags that their induſtry all a * 


They flock to their prey at the dice-box's found, +4 
And join to promote one another's deceit ; | 
Bot if by miſhap 15 
They fail of a chap 
To keep in their hands, they each other en 
Like pikes 4 with hunger, who miſs of. r 
ends, | 1 
They bite their cempanions, and on their. #@ -7 
: friends. "yy ; „ 


Am XLIV. Lillibullero. 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown, | 
That a true friend can hardly be met ; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a = 
Which they lett out for what they can get. 
*Tis true you find 
Some friends fo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to * 
defend: = 
— — ug 1 
ey promi p 
But ſhift — for money fom 2 to fiend. 


Alx XLIV. Down-in the North country, 29 
What gudgeons are we men ? we 2 9 
Ev ry woman's.eaff prey, 72 
Though we have felt the hook, again 
& * * and they betray. 


T7 j 


( 14 ) 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate. 


Am XLVI. A ſhepherd kept „ &c. 
In the days of my youth I could bill li a dove, 
fa, la, &c. 
Like a ſparrow, 4 all times was ready for love, 


The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſhould paſs, | 
Lip to lip while we're young—then the * to | the 


glaſs, fa, la, la, &c. 


Al XLVII. One evening having loſt wy 
way, &c. 
# I'm like a ſkiff on the ocean toſt, 
Now high, now low, with each biflow borne, 
With her rudder broke, and ber anchor loſt, 
Deſerted and all forlorn, 
While thus I lie rolling and toſſing all night, 
L That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight! 
3 Revenge, revenge, revenge, 


| Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſprite. 


An XLVIII. Now, Roger, I'll tell thee be- 
* cauſe, &c. 
When a wife's in her pout, 
| (As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
F The good huſband as meek as a lamb, 
F Her vapours to ſtill, 
2% Firſt grants her her will, | 
nd the quietin draught i wadram; 
oor man And the quieting draught is a dran. 


Alx 


( 15 ) 


Arr XLIX. O Beſſy Bell. 
A curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleaſing; 
The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teazing. 


What then in love can women do ? 


If we grow fond they ſhun us, 


And when we fly them they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us. 


An L. Would fate to me Belinda give. 
Among the men coquets we find, 
Who — by turns all woman kind; 
And we grant all their hearts deſir d. 


When they are flatter'd and admir d. 


Air, LI. Come, ſweet laſs, &c. 
Come, ſweet laſs, g 
Let's baniſh ſorrow, 
Till to-morrow, 
Come, ſweet laſs, 

Let's take a chirping glaſs. 
Wine can clear 
The vapours of deſpair, | 
And make us as light as air: | 
Then drink and baniſh care. | 


| 
Ar LI. The laſt time I went o'er the moor. 


Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes, 


Beſtow one glance to chear me. 
Think with that look, thy Polly dies, 
O ſhun me not——but hear me. 
E. Polly ſues. 

Tis Lucy ſſ 
Is thus — ? 
My heart is burſting, 
Mine too breaks, 
Muſt I F 
—— Mu I be fighted ? 
AIR 


Ol 


» 


© Likepoo 


— ̃ — UII ann 


1 
Am LIII. Tom Tinker's my true love. 


„Which way ſhall I turn me? How can I decide 


Wives the day of our death, are as fond as a brid-. 

One wife for moſt huſbands is too much to hear; 

But two at a time there's no mortal can bear; 

This way, and that way, and which way I will, 

What would comfort the one, t'other wife wou!.: 
take 111. 


Amn LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undan:. . | 


When my hero in court appears, 


And ftands arraign'd for his life, 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ah! poor Polly's his wife. 


Like the ſallor he holds up his hand, 


Diſtreſt on the daſhing wave, 
To die a dry death at land, 
Is as bad as a watry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly 
Alack, and a well-a-day ! 
Before I was in love. 
Oh ! every-nionth was May. 


Arr LV. Janthke the lovely, &c. 
When he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life 
O think of ycur daughter, and think I'm bis wire 


What are cannons or bombs, or claſhing of ſword 


For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 


Then nail up their lips: that dread thunder allay 


And each month of my life will kereafter be May. 


Alx LVI. A cobbler there was, &c. 
Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 


When matters require it muſt give up our gang: 


And good reaſon why, 
Or inſtead of the fry, 
_ Ev'nPeachumand], 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang, hang; 
Fetty raſcals might hang. 


* 6 . 


A1 


( 1 ) 


Anm LVII. Bonny Dundee. 
The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 


The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow !) 


I go undiſmay'd—for death is a debt, 


A debt on demand—ſo, take what I owe. 


Then farewell, my love Dear charmer, adieu, 
Contented I die — Tis the better for you; 

Here ends all diſpute the reſt of our lives, 

For this way, at once, I pleaſe all my wives. 


. Am LVII. Happy groves. 
O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe! 
Muſt I ſuffer this diſgrace ? 


Am LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart. 
Of all the friends in time of grief, Ec 
When threat'ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one ſo ſure can bring relief, | 
As this beſt friend a brunmer. 


Alx LX. Britons, ſtrike home. 


Since I muſt ſwing I ſcorn, I ſcorn to wince or 


whine. 


An LXI. Chevy-chaſe. - 
But now again my ſpirits fink ; 
T'll raiſe them high with wine. 


Am LXII. To old Sir Simon the king. 
But valour the ſtronger grows, 
The ſtronger liquor we're drinking; 
And how can we feel our woes, 


Wen we've loſt the trouble of thinking? 


Ars LXIIT. Joy to great Czfar. | 


If thus—— a man can die 


Much bolder with brandy. | 
3 | AIR 
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( 1 ) 
Air LXIV. There was an old woman. 


50 I rink of this bumper—And now T ca and 
And my comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave 


as the beſt. 


Ai LXV. — — . 


But can I leave my pretty huſſies 
Without one tear or tender f? 


An LXVI. Why are mine eyes ſtill owing. 


Their eyes, their — their buſſes, 


Ah muſt I die? 


Recal my love. 


An LXVII. Green ſleeves. 
Since !aws were made for ev'ry degree, * 


Jo curb vice in others, as well as in me 
I wonder we han't better company 


Upon Tyburn tree 
ut gold from law can take out the ſting, 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 


Nowould thin the land fuch numbers to ſtring 


Upon Tyburn tree! 


An LXVIII. All you that muſt take a — &c. 
Would I might be hang'd ! 
And I would ſo too! 
To be hang'd with you, 
My dear, with you. 
O leave me to thought ! I fear! I doubt! 
I tremble ! I droop See my courage is out. 
No token of love! 
See my courage is out. 
No token of love! 9 1 


——Adicu. 


EYRE LAY LI) 


* 


180 


But hark ! I hear the toll of the bell. 
Tol de rol lol, &c. 


Am LXIX. IL. of pudding, &c. 
Thus I ſtand like the Turk with his doxies around; 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ! 
For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burne, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns; 
Each calls forth her charms, to provoke his deſires, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 


The wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow. 


Chorus. But think of this maxim, &c. 


12 


In the Or ERA of 
+ LOVE ix a VILLAGE. 


AIR I. 


WLIHOPE! thou nurſe 7 young deſire, 
| Fairy promiſer of joy; 

BA H N Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 

EN Fs Temp'rate ſweet, that ne er can 


KEE Ccloy. 


Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 

 Softeſt ſoother of the mind; 

Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
Sureſt friend the wretched find. 


Kind deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 

With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


| | ATR II. 
Whence can vou inherit 

So laviſh a ſpirit? 
| Coufin 


< 21 ) 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a log 
Now fontiled, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid, 
'Tis leading the life of a dog. 


»/ 


For ſhame, you a lover! 
More firmneſs diſcover; 

Take courage, nor here longer moap; 
Reſiſt and be free, . 
Run Not like me, 


And to perfect the picture elope. 
8 AIR III. 


Aly heart's my own, my will is free, 
. And to ſhall be my voice; 
| | No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made iny choice. 


4 Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey ; 


: And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 
: Againſt tyrannic foay? 
| ; | A 1 R | IV. 


When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains 
A paſſage to the female breaſt; | 
he lightning ruſhing thro' the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſctt. 
? v heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its ſkill applies; 
-10nght can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


| F + VR. A 
! had I been by fie decreed 
3.1ne humble cuttage ſwain; 
in fair Roſſetta's fight to fre! 
My ſheep upon the plain, 


( 22 ) 

What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know: 

Ye envious powers ! why have you plac'd 
My fair one's lot ſo low? 


| : AIR VL 
Gentle youth, ah, tell me why 
Still you force me thus to fly ; 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaie to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
Go, and never ſee me more. 


AIR VII. 


Still in hope to get the better 


Of my ſtubborn flame I try; 
Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 


Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave ; 

Boaſt my freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeis myſelf a flave. 


There was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee ; 

He work'd and ſung from morn till night, 
No lark more blyth than he. 

And this the burthen of his ſong, 
For ever us d to be; | 

I care for nobody, not I, 

If no one cares for me. 


2 AIR IX. 
et gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate, 


Fr om 


I 


I 


„ 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
Well, who cares a jot, 
I envy them not, 


While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields 1 repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave dehind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


AIR X. | 
The honeſt heart, where thoughts are clear, 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile ; 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; 

What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The cheerful man's a king ! 


Weil, well, ay x no more, 
Sure you told me before; ; 
I know the full length of my tether ; 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
i That I need go to ſchool ? 
can ſpell you an you together. 
77 to the Landy * 
Will always ſuffice, 
Adſniggers, Fr; 
Im not ſuch an elf, 
Tho' I fay it myſelf, 
9 


AIR 


( 44) 

Cupid god Rd oj 

_ Cupid, of ſoft perſuaſion 
Take the helpleſs lover's part; 

Seize, O ſeize, ſome kind occaſion, 
To reward a faithful heart. 


uſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
— body would enthral; 
 Tyrants of more cruel kind, 
Thoſe who would enflave the mind. 
What is grandeur ? 'foe to reſt, 
Childiſh mummery at beſt ; 
Happy I in humble ſtate ; 
Catch, 


AIR 2 
How happy were my days till now. 
I ne'er did forrow feel; x 
I roſe with joy to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ id his flatt'ring tongue. 
O the fool, the filly, filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may be? 


I wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


AIR XIV. 


The court and the city, fine folk may extol, 
Where beauties all ſhining a paradiſe make; 
But ſhew me the belles, at a play or a ball, 
To equal the laſs at a fair or a wake. 


„ ye fools, the glittering bait. 


did, 


( 2s ) 
Behold, in a garden, the roſes new blown, 
Such freſhneſs ſmiles here upon face 1 
While flow'rs in a chimney, your fair ones in 
town, * 


Look wither'd, and bear the dark hue of the 


place 
AIR XV. 
Thoſe who in gardens take delight, 
Attend to what I ſay, 
To pleaſure you with main and might, 
Vl labour ev'ry day. 
All fort of gardener craft I know, 
Though it be ne'er ſo nice; 
With me your fruits and flowers ſhall grow, 
As twere in Paradiſe. 


I pray ye, gentles, liſt to me, 

I'm 22 ſtrong, and clean to ſee; 

Til not turn tail to any the, | 
For work that's in the county ; 

Of all your houſe the charge I take, 

I waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I bake, 

And more can do than here I'll ſpeak, 
Depending on your bounty. 


A huntſman I am, with a merry-ton'd horn, 
Come here in the ſearch of a place ; 
Hark away, jolly ſportſmen, III rouſe you each 
morn, 
W of the chace——my brave 
Ys. | 


If for your laundry you deſire 
A ſober, careful To hire, 
J dare be bound, your linen all 
To get up neat, both great and ſmall; 
I would not brag but where I might ; 
No driven ſnow ſhall be more white. 
C Behold 


( 26 ) 
Behold a blade, who knows his trade,  ENy: 


In chamber, hall, and entry ; Wha 
And what tho' here I now appear, Men 
I've ſerv'd the beſt of gentry. And 


A footman would you have, 
I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave ; 


For I a handy lad am; We 1 
On a meſſage I can go, W 

And lip a billetdeux, „ 
With your humble ſervant, madam. W 
We 


Who wants a yas cook, my hand they muſt croſs, | 
For plain wholeſome diſhes I'm ne'er at a loſs; 
And what are your ſoups, your ragouts, and your Thir 


ſauce, D: 
Compar d to the fare of old England, &c. IJ Tim 
Clear the courſe, my boys, clear the courſe, and | * 

| make room, | | ” 


'Ye gents of the turf, have you need of a groom ? 
Let me-ride your match, and you'll certainly win, w 
I'll teach yoy to take the knowing ones in. 


To prove the market ben't afraid, | 

In me you'll find a dairy-maid, 8 

Whate'er you can expect her; we 

| I've often had the place before, | 1 
| And always gave content, and more, A 
KH Can have a good character. Oh, 


If you want a young man, with a true honeſt heart, 


Who knows how to manage a plough and a cart, : 

| Here's one for your purpoſe, come take me and try; Wh 

E You'll ſay you ne'er met with a better than I. - 4 
* Ge ho Dobbin, &c. Y 


t croſs, 
oſs ; 


nd your 


CC. 


ſe, and 


room ? 


t heart, 
cart, 
V 


Us. 


(27 


P, 
CHORUS. 
My maſters and miſtreſſes hither repair, | ; 
What ſervants you want you will find in our fair; 


Men and maids fit for all forts of ſtations there be; 


And as for the wages we ſhan't diſagree. 


AIR XVI. 
We women like weak Indians trade, 
Whoſe judgment tinſel ſhow decoys: 
Dupes to our folly we are made, 
While artful man the gain enjoys : 
We give our treaſure, to be paid 


A paltry poor return in toys. 


| AIR XVII. 
Think, my faireſt, how delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings ; 
Time flies boi, and will away; 
Time that's ever on its wings; 
Doubting, and ſuſpence, at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion exe tis loſt. 


AIR XVIIL 
Believe me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 
The men will all fly, 
And leave you to die, 


Oh, terrible chance! an old maid——- | 


How happy the laſs, 

Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virginity ſcapes ! 

Twere better on earth, 

Have five brats at a birth, | 
Than in hell be a 9 of apes. 


AIR 


Ohl I took her fo lovingly rou 


Oh! I ſtuck to her ſtuff, till 1 


Oh! may it ne'er expire. 


'The ſun ſhall ceaſe to fpread its light, 
The ftars their orbits leave ; 

And fair creation fink in night, 
When I my dear deceive. 


AIR XXI. 


How bleſs'd the maid, whoſe boſom 


No head-ſtrong paſhon knows ; 
Her days in joys ſhe paſſes, 

Her nights in calm repoſe. 
Where-e'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her, 


And I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt : In va 
When hugg d and hal'd, Tot 
She ſqueaP'd and fquall'd : D 
But though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, _ 
| Yet I pleas d her ſo well, that the bore it again: = 
| Then hoity toity, | 
Whiſking, friſking, | 
Green was her gown upon the graſs : BY p 
| Oh! ſuch were the joys of our dancing days. — 
wy AIR XX. Alr 
Let rakes and libertines reſign d, 
To ſenſual pleaſures range: | 
Here all the ſex's charms I find, A 
And ne er can cool or change. 3 4 
Let vain coquets and prudes conceal, ; 
What moſt their hearts defire ; Ne 
With pride my paſſion I reveal, 


( 29 ) 
But pleaſure, 
Without meaſure, 
d thy, From ev'ry object flows. 


. In vain I ev'ry art aſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
That rankles in my heart; 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound, 
ain: My efforts but enlarge the wound, 
And fiercer make the ſmart. 


| | n A IR XXIII. 
* e gone — 1 agree, 
F el. this moment we're free, 
Already the matter I've ſworn ; 
Yet let me complain 
| Of the fates that ordain 
A trial fo hard to be borne. 


When things are but fit, 
We ſhould calmly ſubmit, 
No cure in reluctance we find; 
Then thus I obey, 
Tear your image away, 
And ——— from my mind. 


| | AIR XXIV. 
Oh ! how ſhall I in lan weak, 
My ardent paſſion tel] ! 
Or form my kale ring tongue to ſpeak, 
That cruel word, farewel ! 
Farewel but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart, 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


But C 3 


(30) 

| AIR WV. 
Young I am, and fore afraid : 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, kind fir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 


AIR XXVI. 
Oons ! neighbour, ne er bluſh for a trifle like this 
| —_ wane * a __ to toy and to kiſs ? 

e greateſt and graveſt—a truce with grimace— 
Would tothe fe tin ing, were they in the ſame 

ace. 
No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bend the knee: 
2 reſiſtleſs no ſtrength can oppoſe: 
We all love a pretty girl under the roſe. 


AIR XXVII. 

My Dolly was the faireſt thing! 
Her breath diſclos d the ſweets of ſpring; 
And if for ſummer. you would feck, 

*T was painted in her eye, her cheek : 

Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type : 
But, when my tender tale I told, 

I found her heart as winter cold. 


AIR NXXVIII. 
Oh Hymen propitious, receive in thy train, 
a unſeduc'd by the felfiſh and vain ; 
om neither ambition nor intereſt draws, : 
But love, cordial ſubjects, ſubmit to thy laws : 
Our ſouls for the ſweets of thy union prepare, 
Lud grant us thy bliſſes unblended with care: 


Let 


Y 


8 


( 32 ) 
mutual compliance end all 3 
r.. 


AIR XXIX. 
Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen ? | 
Zawns ! Madge, don't t provoke me, but mind | 
You've choſe a wrong perſon for playing your 4 
tricks on, 5 1 | 
So pack up your alls, and be trudging away. 
9 d better be quiet, 1 0 
And not breed a riot; 
*Sblood, muſt I ſtand prating with you here all day? 
I've got other matters to mind: | 
Mayhap you may think me an als: 
But to the contrary you'll find. 
A fine piece of work, by the mals ! 


AIR XXX. 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
In triumphs o'er the fair ; 
Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, | | 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? | 43 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, | & 
Poor woman finds a foe ! 


ATR XXL. 

Since 4 * ungrateful, no farther * 
| * . 
But go up to town in the waggon next week ; 
A {ſervice in London is no fuch diſgrace, 
And a regiſter's office will get me a place. 
Bet Bloſlom went there, and ſoon met with 5 

iend ; | 


Folks ſay in her ſilks ſhe's now nag an cod; __ 


( 32 ) 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue ? 
And better my fortune as other girls do. 


8 AIR XXXII. 
Well, come, let's hear what the ſwain muſt poſſeſs, 
Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſuc- 
| _ - | 


He muſt be, firſt of all, 
Straight, comely, and tall; 
Neither awkward, | 
Nor fooliſh, 
| Nor apiſh, 
Nor muliſh, | | 
Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. 
What think'ſt of a captain, 
All blufter and wounds? 
What think'ſt of a ſquire, 
To be left for his hounds ? 


The youth that is form'd to my mind, 
Muſt be gentle, obliging, — kind; 
Of all things in nature love me, 
Have ſenie both to ſpeak and to ſee, 
Vet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 


Fore George, a moſt rare matrimonĩal receipt. 
Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate; 
Remember tis wedlock determines your fate. 


| AIR XXXIII. 
The world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc'ouſly ſet : 
We all fare as well as we're able, 


And ſcramble for what we can get. 


: My 


FX ww OO 2 


| ( 33 ) 
My ſimile holds to a tittle, 
Some gorge, while fome ſcarce have a taſte ; 
But if I'm content with a little, 


Enough is as good as a feaſt. 


AIR XXXIV. 
"Tis not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey ;- 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, 
Which chance nor gives, nor takes away; 
Like the ſun true merit ſhows, 
By nature warm, by nature bright ; 
Witch inbred flames he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


AIR XXXV. 
'The traveller benighted, 
And led thro' weary ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. 


The riſing proſpects viewing 
Each look is forward caſt 1 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


AIR XXXVI. 

If ever a fond inclination 

Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt, 
Reflect with a little compaſſion, 

On the ſoft pangs, which prevail'd in my breaſt. 
Oh where, where would you fly me ? 

Can you deny me, thus torn and diftreſt ? 
Think when my lover was by me, | 

Wou'd I, how cou'd I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you; . 

| Look 


9 ( 34 ) 
Look on me ſighing, crying, dying; 
Ah! is there no language can move ? 
If I have been too complying z 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


AIR XXXVIL 
A plague of thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a 
| pother, 
When once they have Jet'n a man have his will; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage: 
What tho'f he ſpeaks them ne er ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teaſing, teaſing on: 
Vou cannot perſuade em, 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they ve got it, 
They tell you add rot it 
Their character's blaſted, their ruin d, undone ; 
And then to be ſure, ſir, | 
There is but one cure, fir, 


And all the diſcourſe is of marriage. 


AIR XXXVIII. 

How much ſuperior beauty awes, 

The coldeſt boſoms find : | 
But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 

To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join de. | 
The caſket, where, to outward ſhow, 

The workman's art is ſeen, 
Is doubly valu'd, when we know 


It holds a gem within. 


AIR XXXIX. 
When we ſee a lover languiſh, | 
And his truth and honour prove, 
Ah ! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 
And repay him love for love ! 


| ( 35 ) 


ATR XE 
All I wiſh in her obtaining, 
Fortune can no more impart ; 
Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
Speak the feelings of my heart. 
Joy and pleaſure never ceaſing, 
Love with length of years increaſing. 


Thus my heart and hand ſurrender, 
Here my faith and truth I plight; 

Conftant ſtill, and kind and tender, 
May our flames burn ever bright. 


| AIR XLI. 

If ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoke, 
That ſeat of confuſion and noiſe, 

May I ne'er know the ſweets of a ſlumber unbroke, 
Nor the pleaſures the country enjoys. 

Nay, more, let them take me, to puniſh my fin, 
Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece; 

Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters 

walk in, | 

And ſhew me for two pence a-piece. 


AIR XLII. 
Go, naughty man, I can't abide you; 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 

Ah! now I ſee if I had try d you, | 
What would have been my hopeful lot. 
But here I charge you—make them ha 775 | 

Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs: 
Come, be a dear good-natur'd pappy, 
And I'll reward you with a Kils. 


VA 


( 36 ) 


AIR XIII. 
The merchant, whole veſſel the winds make their 


port 
At laſt thus arrives with his treaſure in port; 
His labour requited, his duty he pays; 
His dangers are paſt, and his heart 1s at eaſe. 


Were monarchs contending to make me a bride, 
Undazzled I'd look on their ſplendor and pride; 


Refus'd ſhould their crowns and their palaces be, 


Contented to live in a cottage with thee. 


On earth, if there's aught of ſubſtantial delight, 
Tis ſure when like us a fond couple unite ; 

When bleſs'd in each other their ſtruggles are o'er, 
And pleaſures are heighten'd by pains gone before. 


AIR XLIV. 


Hence with cares, complaints, and frowning, 


Welcome jollity and joy; 
Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, | 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old ſtrain ; 
D1ink a health to love and beauty, 
May they long in triumph reign. 


F 
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In the O ERA of the 
MAID or TRE MILL. 


| AIR I. 


CHORUS. 
EN E from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
F * „ how bleſt the miller's life! 
Chearful working thro* the day, 

1 F Ys Still he laughs and fings away. 
hs IX 1 Nought can vex him, 

Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt to make him gay. 


DU #4 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By 1 a ent — ſent; 
What can — * can grandeur offer, 
More ay plenty and content ? 


AIR II. 
If that's all you * who the plague will be 
ſorry ? 
'T were better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry, 
— N 
K D S'fleſh z 


4 . 
S'fleſh! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and 
coilin 
You're — but when folks are a toilin 
And drudging like horſes from morning till 
night. 
You chink I'm afraid, but the diff rence to ſhew 
you, 


Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſack too I throw 
_. . You; 5 
Henceforward, take care of your matters who 


will : 


They're welcome to ſlave for your wages that need 


Tol-lol, derol-lol, I have purchas'd my freedom 
And never hereafter - work at the mill. 


AIR III. 
In love to pine and languiſh, 
Vet know your paſſion vain; 
To harbour heart-felt anguiſh, 
Yet fear to tel] your pain ! 


What pow'rs unrelenting, 
{ | Severer ills inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe ? 
Where days and nights tormenting, 
Yield not a moment's eaſe. 


ATR Iv. 
What are outward forms and ſhews, 
To an honeſt heart compar'd ? 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 

Has the nobler portion ſhar'd. 
"Owe Ree 

Bearing, at the hedge's fide, 
Virtues of more ſoverei 'r 


Than the garden's gay pride. 
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AIR V. 
Hark f tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles; 


One kind look at leaſt diſeover, 


Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 

I can fee your * ſmiles. 


Addſlids! my mind is fo pofli ſt, 
Till we've ſped, I ſhan't have reſt; 
Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an? you like it, 
Ready to ittike it, 
There's an end at once of * 
I'm hers, ſhe's mine; 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


AIR VI. 
Oh! why ſhould fate, purſuing 
A wretched thing like me, 
Heap ruin thus on ruin, 


And add to miſery ? 
The griefs I langui n d under, 


In ſecret let me ſhare; 
But this new ſture of thunder, 
Is more than I can bear. 


AIR VII. 


With the man that L love was I deftin'd to dwell 


On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Ketreats the moſt barren, moſt deſart, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 


Let the vain and the venal in wedlock aſpi ire 
To — efteems, and the vulgar admire; 
D3 I yield 
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I yield them ran where their wiſhes are 
lac' * | 


Inſenſible creatures ! tis all they can taſte. 


AIR VIII. 
Why how now, miſs pert, 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ſtroking? 
Wou'd you make me a fool? 
Your play-thing, your tool, 


Was ever young minx ſo provoking ? 


Get out of my ſight, 
Twould be ſerving you right, 
To lay a found doſe of the laſh on, 
Contradi& your mamma, 
I've a mind, by the la! 
But 1 won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 


_ AIR IX. 
Odd's my life, ſearch England over, 
An' you match her in the ſtation, 
I'll be bound to fly the nation; 
An' be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating, 
Here's the work tis always at: 


Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on earth can ſweeter be ? 
Then her little eyes ſo twinkle, 
Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee. 


AIR 
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AIR X. 
The madman thus at times we ſee 
With ſeeming reaſon bleſt ; | 
His looks, his words, his thoughts are free, 
And ſpeak a mind at ret. 


But ſhort the calms of eaſe and ſenſe, 
And ah, uncertain too; 

While that idea lives irom whence 
At firſt his frenzy grew. 


| AIR XT. 
I am young, and I am triendlels, 
And poor, alas! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, 
Tho' the gift be ne'er ſo ſinall. 
May you, poſſeſſing every bleſſing, 
Still inherit, fir, all your merit, ſir, 
And never know what it 15 to want : 


Sweet heay'n your worſhip all happineſs grant. 


| AIR XII. 

Why quits the merchant bleſt with eaſe, 

The pleaſures of his native ſeat ; 
To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, 
And climes more perilous than theſe, 

Midſt freezing cold, or ſcorching heat ? 
He knows the hardſhip, knows the pain, 

The length of way, but thinks it ſmall: 

The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 

Undaunted makes him combat all. 


D 3 AIR 
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AIR XIII. 
Lye ſtill my heart; oh fatal ſtroke, 
That k1iis at once my hopes and me. 3 
Miſs Pat? | | 
E — — What? 
Nay, I only ſpoke. | 
Wake —— ſhe does but joke. q 
Come, ſiſter, come, what, kinder be 
Well, this is a thing the moſt oddett, 


Some foiks are ſo plaguily modeſt ; ? 
# | Were we in the caſe, | | 
1 To be in their place, 1 
| We'd carry it off with a different face. 


| Thus I take her by the lily hand, 

| So ſoft and white. | | 

| Why now that's right, 3 

And kiſs her too, mon, never ſtand. B 
; What words can explain, | | 

My pleature—— my pain? 

| | It preſſes, it riſes, 


My heart it ſurpriſes, SO 
I can't keep it down, tho I'd never fo fan, 6 
So here the play ends : | 
The lovers are friends. == 
Huſh ! . 
ene Lot } | 
Nah! | A 
1 Phaht © | 8 HH 
| What torments exceeding, what joys are above, | V 
+ The pains and the pleaſures that wait upon lost? 
| FED AIR XIV. 
Ah! how painly mortals treaſure 5 Sl 
Hopes of happineſs and pleaſure, 
Hard and doubtful to obtain; | 2 
By what ſtandards falſe we meaſure ! : 
Still purſuing | Fe 
| IS... - to ruin, | ; 
Seeking bliſs, and finding pain, | 
king * Als 
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My paſſ 21 818 

on in vain I attempt to di e 
Th' — ts dike i, but makes it appear 3 | 
Enraptur d I gaze, when I touch her I tremble, 
n 


By how many cruel ideas tormented? 
My blood's in a ferment, it freezes, it burns; - 
This moment I wiſh what the next is repented, 
While love, rage, and jealouſy, rack me by turns. 


| AIR XVI. 
Was I fure a life to lead 
Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 
Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave : 
Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need; 
Ere yield my hand ſo coolly, 
To the man who never truly 
Could my heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 9 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe ; | 
Take them you love, I conjure you, 
And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 


by AIR XVIL 
When a maid in way of marriage 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let'un do the beſt he can, 
or” ſhame-fac'd in ber carriage, 
- *'Tis with pain the ſuit's began. 
Tho'f — me likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, . 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


0 *©y 


1 But 
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But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo; 
| Tis a different ſtory quite, 

wp. And ſhe quickly buckles to. 


| AIR XVII. 
Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 
Without mixture, without meaſure, | 
No where ſha]l you find the treaſure [2M 
Sure as in the ſylvan ſcene. | 


Bleſt, who no falſe glare requiring, 
Nature's rural ſcenes admiring, 
Can, from groſſer joys retiring, 
Seek the fimple and ſerene. 


You vile pack of vagabonds, what do ye mean ? 
I'll maul you, raſcallions, | 
Ye tatterdemallions —— 
If one of them comes within reach of my cane. 
Such curſed aſſurance, 
Tis paſt all endurance. 
Nay, nay, 
Pray come away. | 
They're liars and thieves, 1 
And he that believes é 
Their fooliſn predictions, | 
Will find them but fictions, 
A bubble that always deceives. 


AIR XX. 

Hiſt, hiſt! I hear my mother call! 
Pr'ythee begone, we'll meet anon. 
Catch this, and-this—Blow me a kiſs, 

In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 

Farewel !—and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay: 
Well, tis forgot ;—no matter what. 


_— 
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Love grant us grace 
The mill's the place. 
She calls again, I muſt away. 


: AIR XXI. 
Yes, tis decreed, thou maid divine, 
Imuſt, I will poſſeſs thec. 
Oh, what delight within my arms to _— thee * 
To kiſs and call thee mine 


Let me this only bliſs enjoy, | 
That ne'er can waſte, that nc'er can cloy, 
All other pleafures Jreſign. 


Why ſhould I dally, 
Stand hilly thally ? 
Let fortune ſmile or frown, 
Love will attend us, 
Love will befriend us, 
And all our withes crown. 


AIR XXII. 
Lord, fir, vou ſeem mighty une: afy, 
Put I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſtall net run crazy, 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair. 


Tf 10 vou ſuppoſe you're miſtaken, 
For, fir, for to let you to know, 

Um not ſuch a damſel forfaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


| AIR XXIII. 
I'm in ſuch a paſſion, hut let em take care on't, 
Or elic, by the mackins, before thev're {ware on' t, 
They'll pay for their 'cametomeneſs dear; 
The firſt and the beſt, whomſomdever they be, 
Shall find, if they offer to play upon me, 
They take the wrong ſow by the ear. 
. e D 5 I have 
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I have been a fool to this Londonſhire ſhaver : 

But now, ſince I ſces his ungrateful behaver, 

TV with him turn o'er a new leaf ; 

Aud if I don't ipeedily ferve em a trick, 

Shall make both in lady and gentleinan lick, 
Why, fay th:t my name is not Ralph. | 


ATR XXIV. 
Zooks ! why ſnould I fit down and grieve ? 
No cate fo fad, there may'nt be hal 

Some med'cine to relieve. 
There's what maſters ail diſaſters, 

With a cup of nut- brown beer, 
Thus my ; Gab thoughts I cheer. 

If one pretty damſel fail me, 
From another I may find 

Return more kind, 
What a murrain then ſhould ail me? 

All girls are not of a mind. 
He's a child that whimpers for a toy ; 
So here's to thee, honeſt boy. 


A IR XXV. 
Ceaſe, oh ceaſe to overwhelm me, 
With exceſs of bounty rare; 
What am I, what have I, tell me, 
To delerve your meaneſt rare ? 


Gainſt our gate in vain reſiſtance, 
Let me tnen ao griet diſcloſe, 
But reſgu'd at humble diſtance, 

Offer \ vows for your repoſc. 


AIR XXVI. 


The quarrels of lovers, add's me ' they're 2 c. 


Come hither, ye blockhead, come hither: 
So, ſure, let us leave them together. 
F arew al then ! 


——— Fer 
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— — For ever! 
— I vow and proteſt. 
"Twas kind of his honour, 
To gain thus upon her ; 
We're ſo much beholden, it can't be expreſt. 
I feel ſomething here, 
Twixt hoping and fear. 
Haſte, haſte, friendly night, 
To ſhelter our flight 
A thouſand diſtractions are rending my breaſt. 
Oh mercy, 
Oh dear | | 
Why, Doſſy, will you mind when you're ſpoke to, 
or not? 
Muſt I ſtand in waiting, 
While you're here a prating? 
May every felicity fall to your lot. 
She curt'ſys, look there, 
What a ſhape, what an air | 
How happy, how wretched, how tir'd am I 
Your lordihip's obedient, your ſervant, good bye. 


ATR XXVII. 

To ſpeak my mind 
Of womankind, 

In one word 'tis this, 
By nature they're deſign d 

To ſay and do amiſs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives; 
Wanton, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give much pain; 
Their ſtudy, day and night, 
Is miſchief, their delight; 
And if we ſhould preven: 
At one door their intent, 
— They'll quickly turn about, 
And find another out. 


AIR 
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| | AIR XXVII. 
Let me fly hence. Tyrant faſhion, 
Teach to ſervile minds your law; 
Curb in them each generous paſſion, 
. Every motion keep in awe. 
Shall I, in thy trammels going, 
| vit the idol of my heart? 
While it beats all fervent, glowing, 
With my life I'll ſooner part. 


= AIR XXIX. 

When meet a tender creature, 

Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good nature, 
Prove as kind again to ſhe ; 

Happy mortal to poſleſs her, 

In your boſom warm and preſs her, 

Morning, noon, and night careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 

But if one you meet that's froward, 

_ Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 

Should you act the whining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er a whit; 

Nothing's thought enough to bind her, 

Then agog when once you find her, 

Let her go, and never mind her 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


AIR XXX. 
O what a ſimpleton was I, 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true-love ſeeks another mate. 


No 
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No tears, alack, 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure ; 
I could bite 
Mi tongue thro' ſpite ; 
Some plagne bewitch'd me, that's for ſure. 


AIR XXXI. 
Womens tongues are like mill- clappers, 
And from thence they learn the knack 
Of for ever ſounding clack. 


AIR XXXII. 
o leave me, in pity, the falſehood I ſcorn, 
For ſlander the boſom untainted defies ; 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, 
Tho! offer'd by wretches we've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of woman, defenceleſs, how cruel the fate, 
Paſs ever fo cautious ſo blameleſs her way, 
IIl- nature and envy lurk always in wait, 
| And innocence falls to their fury a prey. 


AIR XXXIII. 

Who' Il buy good luck? who'll buy, who'll oy 
The gipſy's favours here am I! 
Through the village, through the town, 
What charming ſavoury ova we earn; 
Clean ttraw ſhall be our beds of down, 

And our withdrawing room a barn. 
Young and old, the grave and gay, 

The miſer and the prodigal, 
Cit, courtier, bumpkin, come away 

I warrant we'll content you all. 


AIR 
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AIR XXXIV. 
Who upon the oozy beach 
Can count fn numerous ſands that lie? 
Or diſtinctly reckon each 
| Tranſparent orb that ſtuds the ſky ? 


As their multitude betray, 

And fruſtrate all attempts to tell ; 
$0 tis impoſſible to ſay 

How much I love, | love ſo well. 


4 AIR XXXV. 
Then heigh for a frolickſome lif 
Tul ramble where pleaſures are rife, 
Strike up with — * laſſes, 
And never 7 think more of a wife. 
Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 


Had we been together buckled, 
'T would have prov'd a fine affair; 

Dogs would have bark'd at the n 
And boys pointing, cryd lock there 


AIR XXXVI. 

My liſe, my joy, my bleſſing! 
In thee each grace poſſeſſing, 

All muſt my choice approve; 
To you my all is owing, 
O take a heart o'erflowing 

With gratitude and love, 
Thus infoldi Iding, 
Thus beholding, 
One to me ſo dear; 

Can there be pleaſure greater? 

Can there be bliſs 3 ? 
Tu too much 0 bear. 


AIR 
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| ATR XXVXVII. 
Yield who will to forms a martyr, 
While unaw'd by idle ſhame ; 
Pride for happineſs I barter, | 
Heedleſs of the million's blame. 


Thus with love my arms I quarter, 
Women grac'd in nature's frame, 

Ev'ry privilege by charter, | 
Have a right from man to claim. 


Eas'd from doubts and fears preſaging, 
What new joys within me riſe, 

While mamma, her frown aſſuaging, 
Does no longer tyranniſe. | 


So long ſtorms and tempeſts raging, 
When the bluſt' ring fury dies, 

Ah! how lovely, how engaging, 

Proſpects fair, and cloudleſs tkies. 


Dad, but this is wond'rous pretty, 
Singing each a roundelay ; 

And Fl mingle in the ditty, 
Tho' I ſcarce know what to ſay. 


There's 2 davghter briſk and witty, 
There's a wife can ſcarcely ſway 

Truſt me, malters, twere a pity, 
Not to let them have thrir way. 


* example 13 a rare one, 
ut the cauſe may be divin'd ; 
Women want not merit dare one 


Hope deter ing men to find ? 


O may 
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O may each accompliſh d fair one, 
Bright in perſon, ſage in mind; 
Viewing my good fortune, ſhare one 

Full as ſplendid and as kind. 


Laugh'd at, ſlighted, circumvented, 
And expos d for folks to ſee t; 
"Tis as tho'f a man repented 
For his follies in a ſheet. 


But the wrongs go unreſented, | 

Since the fates have thought them meet ; 
This good company contented, 

All my withes are compleat. 
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. AIR Aurora, pr'ythee ſtay; 
O retard vnwelcome day: 
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3 Think what anguiſh rends my breaſt, 


Thus careſſing, thus careſt ; 
From the idol of my heart 
Forc'd at thy approach to part. 


AIX I. 


Adieu, thou lovely youth, 


Let hope thy fears remove; 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 


AIR II. 
Amid a thouſand racking woes, 
I pant, I tremble, and I feel 
Cold blood from ev' ry vein diſtil, 

And clog my lab'ring heart. 
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I ſee my fair one's loſt repoſe 

And 0! lament the fatal curſe ; 

That he who gave me life could thus 
From virtue s laws depart. 


AIR III. 

Behold ! on Lethe's diſmal ſtrand 
Thy father's troubled fpirit ſtand l 

In his face what grief profound ! 

. See he rolls his haggard eyes; 

Hark ! revenge | revenge he cries, 7 

And points to his ſtill bleeding wound: Tt 
Obey the call, revenge his death, 
And calm his foul that gave thee breath. 


| AIR IV. | 
| Fair Semira, lovely maid, 1 5 | =_ 
| | Ceaſe in pity to upbraid = 
; My oppreſs'd but conſtant heart: Th 
Full ſufficient are the woes Le 
| Which my cruel ſtars oppoſe ; | Hit 
= Heav'n, alas! has done its part. 


When real joy we miſs, 
pl 


*Tis ſome de of bliſs 
'T* enjoy id eaſure, 


And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 

b And conquers without ſcars : 
The failor, in his _ 

With ſafety ploughs the deep. 


So I, thro” fancy's aid, 
Enjoy my heavenly maid, 
And bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than Jove. 


AIR 
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AIR VI. 
How hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, 
When virtue and honour excite ? 
To fuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 
The obje& in whom I delight. 


-f-1- aq" 
y un 
Thro' virtve's too rigid deere, | 
ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of my pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


h AIR VII. | 

Thy father! away, I renounce the ſoft claim, 
Thou ſpot on my honour, thou blaſt to my fame! 
Let juſtice the traitor to puniſhment bring ; 
His father he Joſt, when he murder'd his king. 


AIR VIII. 
Acquit thee of this foul offence, 
Return with ſpotleſs innocence; 
Then ſhall my hapleſs brother ſee, 
That never ſiſter lov'd like me. 


AIR IX. 
O, too lovely, too unkind, 
If my lips no credit find, 
Pierce my breaſt, my heart ſhall prove 
Strong in virtue, firm in love; | 
| Guiltleſs, wretched, left forlorn, 
And worſe than murder d by thy ſcorn. 


'AIR 
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AIR X. 
Fly, ſoft ideas, fly, 
That neither tear nor ſigh 
| My virtue may betray : 
Nature's great call, 
; That governs all, 
A daughter muſt obey. 
Alas! my ſoul denies 
To hear revenge's cries 3 
Dare not, fond heart, 
To take his part, 
But drive his form away. 


AIR XL. 
In infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known, 
And friendſhip, in our riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one. 
O clear him then from this offence, 
Thy love, thy duty prove ; 
Reſtore him with that innocence, 
Which firſt in{pir'd my love. 


| AIR XIL 
Diſdainful you fly me, 
In anger exclaim 3 
All comfort deny me, 
And murder my fame. 


% Bd, 1k. 
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No grief can the heart 
To pity incline, 
That bears not a part 
In ſorrow like mine. | A 
Nature's tender plea is vain 


Welcome then my chains again. x 


O rigour unjuſt ! 
O counſel accurſt ! 


T! 


3 
Amdition ill-plac d, 

My virtue diſgrac d; 

The pains I endure, 

Death only can cure. 


Diſdainful you fly me, 
In anger exclam ; 

All comfort deny me, 
And murder my faine. 


No grief can the heart 
To pity incline, 
That bears not a part 
In forrow like mine. 


Nature's tender plea is is vain ; 
Welcome then my chains again. 


—_ MAIS. XIII. 
0 and complain, 
AlikeT diſdain; 2 
Contented my wiſh to enjoy: 
J ſcorn to reflet 
| On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for a toy. 


In love, as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar; 
And if my proud enemy yield, 
The joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 


And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


| AIR XIV. 
If o'er the cruel tyrant love 
A. conqueſt J believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O let me be deceiv d. 


Forb ear 
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Forbear to fan the flame, 
Which love did firſt create ; 
What was my pride, is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take the traitor's part. 


AIR XV. 
If the river's ſwelling waves 
O'erflow their uſual bed, 
Scarce th' affrighted peaſant faves, 
From the flood his homely ſhed. 
Tho' he one ſhore, | 
Where the where Fifi glide 
In an hundred places more | 
Ruſhes in th' impetuous tide. 


AIR XVI. 

By that belov'd embrace, 

By this my fond adieu, * 
Deplore my hapleſs caſe, 

Condemn d, alas! by you. 
Appeaſe my love, my truth commend, 
Yourſelf preſerve, my king defend. 

My ſentence I obey, 

Too filial duty true, 

And ſcarce have pow'r to ſay, 

A long and 21 adieu 


ATR 


ATR 
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AIR XVII. 
Monſter, away ! 
From cheerful day 
To the gloomy deſart fly: 
Paths explore 7 
a — hons roar, 1 
evourin . 
Tho' for R 
They wade in blood, 
All to fave their young agree: 
Ev'ry creature, 
Fierce by nature, | 
Harmleſs is compar'd to thee. 


AIR XVIIL 
This boſom, a ſtranger to reſt, 
Reſentment and pity aſſail, 

As both for dominion conteſt, 
So both, to my ſorrow prevail. 

My heart, in this deſperate tate, 
To give each aſſailant its due, 

Now bleeds for my brother's hard fate, 
And burns with reſentment to you. 


AIR XIX. 
Thou, like the glorious ſun, 
Thy ſplendid courſe ſhall run. 
What tho? the night 
Obſcure his light, 
When priſon d in the weſt ; 
The day returns, 


vn bo 
The god of day confeſt. 


AIR 


- 


. 
AIR XX. 
Water parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide; 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro! fertile vallies glide : 
Vet in tcarch of loſt repoſe, 
Doom d, like me, foriorn to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


AIX .. 

Tho' oft a cloud, with envious ſhade, 

Conceals the face of day, 
The ſun is ſtill in flames array d, 
His beams immortal not decay'd. 
Soon the gloomy veil retires ; 

He darts each pow'rful ray, 

And heat and light expires. 


—_— 
O let the danger of a fon | 
Excite vindictive ire; | 
The proſpect of a kingdom won, 
Should light ambition's fire. 


To wounded minds revenge is balm ; 
With vigour they engage, 

And facrifice a pleaſing calm 

To a more pleaſing rage. 


| AIR XXIII. 

O, much lov'd fon, if death 3; 

Has ſtol'n thy vital breath, 

I' I ſhare thy helpleſs fate; 

But ere the dagger drinks my blood, 

A murder'd king at Lethe's flood 
The tidings ſnall relate. Bid 

1 


Bid 


Nor with rancour 


| SS 
EN 
1! attain the 

Where — 


Each tle thought ſuſpending, - 
Judge of mine by thy fofe breaſt; 
never end 


MEE AIR 2h 

"Tis not true that in our gri 

Others ing in diſtreſs, | i 
To our troubles bring relief, 

0, when ſore d by fate, 
2 mots 2 
Than ſupport a double weight, 
Others ſorrows and our awn, 


E ' DVETTO. 
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DUVETTO. 
For thee I live, my deareſt ; 


But if I meet diſdam, I 
For thee, = dear, I'll die. P 
How _ Gay — 

My bluſhes w epi: | ; 
I 2 more reply. | Pi 
No. | 
Thou art ü 
Divide not thus = heart : 

Leave me n pi 
| Ye gods, that ——— | Ty 
Some timely reſpite ſend : | L 
— = 
AIR . | 
The ſoldier, tir'd of war's dad 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, I; 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield : © 
But if the brazen trumpets ſound, 7 
He burns with eonqueſt to be erown d, L 
And dares again the field. | 
CHORUS. 


Live to us, to empire live, 

Great Auguſtus! long may'ſt thou, 
From the ſubje& world receive 

Laurel wreaths f adorn thy brow, 


DUETTO. 
Of his country, ever free, | 
| There the royal father ſee 
- TWHORUS. 
To the n of our laws, 
Picrce the air with loud applauſe. 
DUETT O. 
Virtue in his ſoul reſides ; 
In his truth the world cantides. 
e 5 CHORUS. 
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FR CHORUS. 
To the n of our laws 
Pierce the air with loud applauſe. 


DUETT 0. 
Pity from the throne deſcending, 
How the monarch it endears ; 
When with juſtice mercy blending, 
In the king a god appears. 


 DVETT O. 
Tyrants claim, with won ſceptre, 
Duty which our fears impart ; 
But our gentle, kind protector, 
Monarch reigns o'er ev ry heart. 


| CHORUS. 
Live to us, to empire live, 

Great Auguſtus ! long may'f thou 
From the fubje& world receive 

Laurel wreaths tadorn thy brow. 


E 2 


THE 


8 0 N G6 8 


In the OPERA of 


ATHRIDATES. 


UARDIAN pow'rs ! let juſtice plead, 
XG your aid. · 


A king diſtreſs d, 
> By fine oppreſs'd, 
A monarch, and his nt heir, 
Sure are heav'n's peculiar care. 
Ye pow'rs above, 
Protec my love; 
Anxious care I then reſign, 
To triumph or to die is mine. 
Guardian pow'rs! let juſtice plead, 
Suff ring virtue claims your aid. 


AIR I. 
O turn behold my ſtreaming eyes 
Preſerve, preſerve thy precious life 


Nor, in one moment, ſacriſice 


Thy helpleſs child — thy hapleſs wife. 


Suff ring virtue claims yuur aid. 


With 


With 


( 65 ) 

With thee hope's lateſt refuge goes, 
And we, a prey to cruel foes ! 

Preſerve—preſerve, thy precious life, 


Thy helpleſs child—thy hapleſs wife. 


AIR H. 
Not in the ſplendor of a throne 
Is the hero's greatneſs ſhewn ; 
He's truly great whoſe ſteady foul 
The rage of fortune can controul. 


But when a wife and child complain, 


The father's heart muſt ſympathize in pain. 
Da Capo, Not in the ſplendor, &c. 


AIR III. 
In hope to recompenſe his toil, 
The labouring peaſant tills the ſoil: 
In hope the mariner will brave 
The terrors of the Caſpian wave. 
Hope chears the ſlave that digs the mine, 
And makes him ſigh for freedom's ſhrine ; 
It ſooths the lover, ſets the captive free, 
And, tho' at diſtance, gives us liberty. 


| AIR N. 
As pilgrims ſtray thro' ſorrow's vale, 
The chearful flow'ret hope may nie : 
But bending down before the gale, 
Stript of its bloom, it fades and dies. 


AIR V. 
Swift-wing'd vengeance nerve my arm, 
Ten-foid rage my boſom warm ; 
With all their fires I feel it glow, 
They bid me give the deſtin'd blow, 
E 3 Nor 
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Nor ſhall a daughter's tears 


his race would ill repay 


My throne diſgrac'd, my honour loft. 


AIR VI. 
A. monarch's duty claims me, 
A ſoldier's pride inflames me 
Curſt Pharnaces! lo, I come; 


Prepare, prepare to meet thy doom. 


5 AIR VII. 
Save me not from ſlanghter's jaws, 


To ſtray with mangled innocence; 


Let thy virtue plead my cauſe, 
Be thine honour my defence 

Be thy triumph now beheld 
In and humanity; 

To ſhameful life I cannot yield. 
Free from guilt, I dare to die 


| AIX VIII. 
'Tho' I feel the dart of love 
Deep within my boſom move, 
Paſſion may perplex the heart, 


Reaſon's balm ſhall heal the ſmart. 


Vain are — 4 radiant chzrm:, 
Thrilling tranſports, ſoft alarms, 
Love muſt now reſign his ſway, 


Glory calls, and I obcy. 


DUET TO. 
That burſting tear 

What heart can bear ? 

One laſt adieu, 

To life and you. 

Ve powers above, 

My pain removr ; 


* the flames wherein my ſoul is 
All, 


Oh, 


G D 


| ( 6+ ) 
Oh, give me peace | 
Bid 1 — 

My 2 my wife! 

My foul, my life ! 

Severe adieu, 

To part with you. 


My heart thus diſtreſt, 

Thus by torture oppreſt, 
From pain ne'er can reſt, 

No here can dwell; 
My life—my ſoul—farewel. 


* a IR IX. 
ere is pity's melting eye? 
— like the — dove, 
As ſhe heaves the tender ſigh, 
Pining in the ſhady grove. + 
Can I bear the barbarous knife ? 
Plunge the dagger in his breaſt! 
Drain the purple ſtream of life 
 Wretched monarch ! moſt diſtreſs'd ! 


Riſe, parental fondneſs, riſe, 
Hear, obey the ſoft alarm; 
Thr infant lifts imploring eyes, 
Pity ſhonld thy rage diſarm. 

Where is nature's tender call ? 
Where a father's dear delight ? 
In death the wife and infant fall, 
Buried in eternal night. 
= AIR X. 
Death is now my only treaſure, 
Death is all the gods can give, 


Fate can't rob me of this pleaſure 3 
None can force the wretch to live. 


Fear 


= . - 
So 1 — a _— — 


1 
Fear no more to pine and languifh, 
Fear no more the rack of life; 
Pain and torture, toil and anguiſh, 
Death ſhall end the fer riſn ſtrife. 
Da Capo, Death is now, &c. 


AIR XI. 
Heav'n forbids th' accurſed deed, 
Tears the dagger from my hand ; 
Can I fee my infant bleed? 
Cruel fate! fevere command ! 


AIR XII. 

Can the darling of my heart, 

Can he doubt a mother's care ? 
Can his mind endure a ſmart | 

Her boſom does not more than ſhare ? 
Here from cruelty ſecure, 

Let no vain fear thy foul annov, 
The deadly gloom a while endure, 

Then wake to light and new-born joy. 


AIR XIII. 
In this I fear my lateſt breath; 
Hear me, deareſt mother, hear me ; 
From a fad and early death, 
Spare me, deareſt mother, ſpare me. 


AIR XIV. 
Proud ! erſe! 
Dare not longer reſiſt 
The dictates of my royal will, 
But my commands fulfil; 


Or the fury that glows in my breaſt 


Shall 
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Shall burſt on thy head, | | 

Not the — of heav'n, nor the horrors that 
glare | 

Round the dragon, that wings thro' the air, 

Shall impreſs ſuch a horrible dread ! 


AIR XV. 

Now free from power of mortal harms, 
Thy ſweet, thy guiltleſs foul, 

Shall dread no more the ſhocks of arms, 
Nor hear the thunder roll. 

O! happy thou, who thus haſt paid 
Thy debt ſo ſoon below 

Since longer life had only made 

A longer date of woe. 


Give me my child again. 
Oh, gods ! how great my pain! 
Moſt wretched father I 
And muſt my infant die? 
What heart ſo barbarous can forbear 
The heaving ſigh, the burſting tear? 


AIR XVII. | 
Then 12 ſhall claim the ſoft dominion, 
And gently ſooth my throbbing heart; 
Ambition then ſhall ſink her pinion, 
And tyranny ſhall Joſe his dart. 


Then peace and joy ſhalt or 
Advance together hand ig an. z. 
AIR XVIII. 


Ye ers of ſtrong and ſoothing ſound, 
vow double —4 — 
The warrior's ſtubborn ear to wound, 


Or melt the father's heart. 
So 


( 70 ) 
So may you yet, with truth and love, 
Eftabliſh peace and fame ; 
While future ages ſhall approve 
And honour Pompey's name. 


| AIX AD 
Oh, father! relent, thy rage controul; 
Aid me, my lord, to bend his ſtubborn ſoul. 
Oh, agony of grief! ev'n heay'n denies 
To hear a mother's pangs, an orphan's cries. 
In vain I try to ſooth his foul by prayer; 
Vain hope avaunt! now welcome black deſpair. 


| AIR XX. 

Diſgrac'd with ev'ry blot and ſhame, 
That mean revenge and ſlaughter bring, 
No more uſurp the ſacred name, 

The hallow'd ſceptre of a king. 


When frantic wars no longer rave, 
"Tis his to ſuccour and redreſs ; 

His ſceptre is the pow'r to ſave, 
His crown and triumph—is to bleſs. 


| | AIX XXL 
The thunder of battle prepare, 
With horror unwonted to roll; 


Loud echoing groans thro' the air, 
Are the pleaſure and pride of. my ſoul. 


See Slaughter his cavern unfolds, 
Forth iſſues a terrible flood; 
While Vengeance exulting beholds, 
And ſmiles o'er a deluge of blood. 


AIR 


1 


. AIR XXII. 
The guardian angel of diſtreſs, 
Prone to pity, prone to bleſs, 
Aſſiſts, and makes me bold. 
The tyrant's parpoſe Ill reveal, 
Faith and allegiance I repeal ; — 

With vice no league can hold. 


ie : 
ercy ! fact ine, | 
th thy ſtarry throne deſcend —— 
Bid thy mildeſt influence ſhine, 
Bid a monarch's ſufferings end. 

O! if pity touch the ſkies 
Pity fure to heay'n belon 
Bid his proftrate empire riſe, 

| Reſtore his throne, redreſs his wrongs. 


| AIR XXIV. 
Honour ! ſacred to thy cauſe, 
This gleamy ſword I wield ; 
Not for ambition's low applauſe 
I brave the deadly field. 


ATR XXV. 
For all the woes my parents bear, 
I kneel a willing ſacrifice ; 
Their virtuous hearts in pity ſpare, 
And let my little life to _” 


AIR XXVI. 
Barbarous monſter fury fires 
Thy foul——and frantic rage inſpires. 
2 face, with frenzy wild impreſt, 
Reflec̃ts the hell within thy breaſt. 
And muſt a daughter's death aſſuage 
A cruel father's bloody rage? 


The 


— A —_—_——__ 
— 56 


— 


| 
| 
| 


g 
| 


| 
| 


———— - 


| 
N 


The 

Thy ſon, thy 

No bear, the jave 
No ſnake, by heedl 

No lion, roari 


No tygreſs, 


Nor furies in 
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ive, and his wife, 
_ ter, yield their life 
oy his — 
eſs footin 3 
after bloods 
d of all her brood; 
the hollow hell, | 
With ſuch accurſed venom ſwell. 


. AIR 
Vapours oft from earth ariſe, 
Veil the ſun, and blot the ſkies, 
Yet the lamp of day returns, 
And with double luſtre burns. 


XXVII. 


ns may controul 


No more the pangs of grief 


Releas d from cruel anguiſh—— 


Reſumes 


To heave the ſigh, to 
Coademn d to pine 
See! M 


— 


the tear, 


I th. 
, rob'd in pureſt white, 


dear dominion ; 


clouds of night, 


11 


ausn 


— 


, 


of 
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AIR XXIX. 


Vengeance! ſtamp'd on every feature, 


Sure has quite transform'd my nature. 
Reaſon would in-vain controul 

The furies that diſtract my ſoul. 
Flaſh, ye livid lightnings red! 
Thunders burſt around my head 
Celeſtial powers, oh end my pain 

T call for death, let me not call in vain. 


TERZETTO. 
Now riſing o'er the gloom of night, 
The ſun his orb reſumes : 
The god of love aſſerts his right, 
And waves his purple plumes. 
Tranſport, rapture, young defire, 
Snall the happy pair inſpire. 
Their toils are forgot, 
And peace is their lot. 
Bleſt with beauty's radiant charms, 


The hero yields to ſoft alarms. 


Venus, from thy Cyprian bow'r, 
Swift the toils of love repair; 
Crown the hero, bleſs the fair : 

Come, exert thy bliſsful pow'r. | 
From thy ſtarry throne above 
Deſcend, propitious pow'r of love. 


| AIR XXX. 
See the purple morn ariſe, | 
Streak with red the bluſhing ſkies ; 
Zephyr, from his balmy wing, 
Shakes the fragrance of the ſpring. 


Winter's rigour now is paſt, 
Joy and rapture ſmile at laſt ; 
Swelling billows ceaſe to roar, 


And die along the ſilent ſhore. 


Da Capo, See the purple, &c. 
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AIR I. 


And, in pity, eaſe my pain. 
th & in. as RR... 


Ev'ry moment, till he's bleſs'd, 
Is a thouſand, thouſand years. 


| AIR IT. 
| Ye zepbyrs that fan the calm air, 
. Ve fountains that bubble around, 
| Ohl ceaſe my heart to wound. 
Your gentle blowing, 
. Your murmurs, flowing, 

But waken my care. 
Lack-a-day, 
Well-a-day, 

Ah, me! 
Muſt I dic in deſpair? . 


— ITT * 


HIN X, oh! think, within my breaſt, 


| . While contending paſſions reign, De 
Ad q How my heart is robb'd of "Fo a NI 


Torn with doubts, and hopes, and fears, 


AIR 


IR 


. 
18 
AIR III. 


Such riot and romping, ſuch wildneſs and fury, 


As if folks were juſt running out of their wits; 
No man ſhall come near us, of that J aſſure ye, 
Unlets you reſtrain theſe extravagant fits. 


Remember your ſtri& philoſophical breeding ; 
Fye, fye! I'm aſham'd of a girl at your age: 


Are theſe the effects of your ſtudy and reading, 


That every trifle your mind ſhould engage ? 


AIR IV. 
In vain, in ſearch of quiet, 
From place to place I range, 
My reſtleſs cares augmenting, 
No med'cine find in change. 


Delights, ſo lately charming, 
Have loſt their pow'r to eaſe ; 

Yet ſomething, could I find it, 
Methinks would give me eaſe. 


AIR V. 
Vainly bent to conquer nature, 
We our utmoſt force eſſay; 
What can foil her? What can cheat her? 
W hat her facred pow'rs allay ? 


Nothing prudent, there, nor wiſe is, 
Nothing ftable, nothing true; 

With ſuperior ſtrength ſhe riſes, 
Spite of all that art can do. 


F 2 AIR 
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Say, oh! too lovely creature, 5 f 
Thou caule of all my ſmart, | Li 
What means this palpitation, Th 
Without a feeling heart? 1 
There's conjuration in it; NI 
It ceaſes—T hen, in a minute, | 4 
__ Such rapping, ob: 
And tapping, | | | 0 


As if it ne er wouid reſt; 
Mine too, I vow, 
I can't tell how, | 


Is like to burſt my breaſt. 


AIR VIL 
Howe er you may think ſtill to deceive me, 
And keep me confin'd like a bird in a cage ; 


| Kind fortune, perhaps, yet may relieve me, 


And thew you the ſimpleton quit with the ſage. 
Yes, my dear, depend on't, 


One time or other there will he an end on't ; 


Some notions have ta'en me, 

That freedom will gain me, 

And matters explain me, 
More ſuiting my age. 


Firit and foremaſt, my books I'll demoliſh ; 
Next, all your learn'd apparatus ſhall go; 


 Ev'ry trace of ſenſe to aboliſn: 


Then judge if Im ſerious or no. 


AIR 


9973 


| AIR VIII. 
Pretend no longer to reſtrain 
The paſſion ſtruggling in my mind; 
Like ſprightly courſers, that diſdain 
The feeble curbing of the rein, 
It ſtarts, and leaves the will behind. 


My pangs increaſe ! I'm all on fire 
Then let me to the charmer fly ; 

Obtain her love, my ſonl's deſire, 
Or, at her feet, a martyr die. 


THE 


* & 


f * 
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IN THE 
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A 

S. SEL me why thus you continue to woo | 
T# me, | An 
| Sek Why with ſuch obſtinate ſuit you purſue I 
2 me ? | WI 
Aſk not why thus I am fated to woo thee ? N 
Why with ſuch weariſome ſuit I purſue thee ? ya 
Hopeleſs you ply me; | | — 
Still muſt 1 fly thee : | | To 
How can I grant what I've vow'd to deny thee? A 

What tho' you fly me, 

Still if I ply thee, =; 
Pity may grant what your pride may deny me. . 
a ; : U 0 
| AIR II. She's 
Happy, trifling, careleſs lover ! | In fh 
Think not you can touch my heart, To ar 


Till your ſighs, your tears diſcover, 
That you feel love's keeneſt dart. 


r{ue 


So ſevere the lover's duty; 


i 9 3 
When I ſee thee humbly lying, 
Captive of my conquering eyes, 
Weeping, ſighing, fainting, dying, 
Such ſubmiſſion may ſuffice. 


Such the trophies due to beauty. 


AIR III. 
See how the genial god of day | 
Salutes the warm, the bluſhing year ; 1 
Chear'd by his beams, how bright, how gay, 'Y 
The fields, the groves, the — appear | 


And hark ! in yonder vocal bower 
The turtle plies his amorous theme; 
All nature owns love's mighty power, 
And deeply drinks the quick ning beam. 


And, tell me, do theſe ſcenes impart _— 
No friendly warmth to thee alone? | pl 
Wilt thou not give me back my heart, | |; 
Nor yet repay me with thine own ? | 


Ah! why wou'd nature make thee fair, ] 
And not diſpoſe thee to be kind ? ; 

To love, alas! is to deſpair ; 
And not to love, is to be blind. 


AIR N. | 
There lies your roat—ſweet fir, adieu | i 
My daughter is no match for you : 
She's gone from home, ſhe's ſick, ſhe's dead; 
In ſhort, ſhe vows ſhe will not wed 
To any gentleman in red. 
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Nay, never frown, and look fo bluff; 
You're fairly ſped, you've faid enough. 
The man who lets ſly Reynard Jooſe, 
When once he's caught him in his nooſe, 


Richly deſerves to loſe his gooſe. 
AIR V. 


With theſe happy tidings fraught, 
I muſt hence as quick as thought ; 


Ere the ſun ſhall diſappear, 
Expect to find a fuitor here. 


See yon aged elm around 
With the twining ivy bound; 
In that emblem you behold 
How the young adorn the old. 


AIR VI. 
My paſſion confounds me, 
Such beauty ſurrounds me, 
Such numberleſs charms ! 
J gaze, I deſire, 
My blood is on fire, 
Oh! come to my arms! 


AIR VII. 


O naughty, naughty garden 


What ail'd me to come in it ? 


I pray your worſhip pardon ; 


I muſt away this minute. 
I muſt away: 
Farewel! good day 
Sir Anthony, pray, excuſe me, 


The more a daimic: views thee, 


The ſurer ſhe'll refuſe thee. 
Nay, let me pals; 
Oh fie ! alas ! , 


You'd nearly caught a fall, fir : 


Good lack ! if this be all, fir, 
I'll be within your call, fir. 


AIR 


IR. 
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A 
O love, tyrannic god! whoſe fatal dart 
Subdues all nature to its proud controul; 
I feel thy vengeful ſhafts transfix my heart, 
And yield to thee the empire of my ſoul. 


AIR IX. 


Dear girl, never truſt to thy charms, 


Youth's fugitive ſeaſon improve ; 


| Oh! take the dear man to thine arms, 


Nor bluſh at an innocent love. 


Too ſoon and that ſweet roſy bloom, 
That elegant form ſhall decay; 
T hat hair like the raven's dark plume 
| Shall be ſilvering over with grey. 


The fops that now flutter around, 
Shall find ſome more favourite fair ; 


Whilſt you drop deſpis'd to the ground, 


With envy conſum d and deſpair. 


Then lift to the counſel I give, 
And be not by flatt'ry betray'd, 

Leſt you ſhould be fated to live, 
Like me, a neglected old maid. 


ATR X. 
While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending, 
Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow, 
Nature awfully attending, 
Each rude wind forbids to blow. 


| White and pure a while appearing, 


Earth her virgin mantle wears; 
Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bares. 


F 3 Thus 


| | SS WY 
Thus my fooliſh heart believing 


Liſten d to his artful tongue; _ 
All his yows of love receiving, e 
On each flattering accent hung. } 
Fondly for a time miltaken, 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate : 
Now, alas! at length forſaken, —_— -- 
Sad experience comes too late. | "M 
AIR XI. 5 "0 
Why heaves my breaſt with frequent ſighs ? 
Whence riſes this ſoft perturbation ?_ 
In vain my heart each effort tries O 
To combat its fond inclination. | 
How helpleſs am I ! T. 
Where ſhall I fly? 
Where ſhall poor Henry for ſuccour apply? 
So fixt 28. + wg Pp Bu 
Too teeble my art 
To aſſuage the unſpeakable ſmart, as 
| -- ATR II. | 
And muſt we part for ever ? 3 
Ves, we muſt part for ever. Ye 
Hard fate ! ſuch friends to ſever, £ | Sol 
So faithful and fo true ! | Yet 
Go, and may bliſs betide thee ; Wh 
Each guardian angel guide thee : | 
For evermore adieu! Strik 
If tl 
If ne 


AIX 


I R 


( 9 73 
Ry + 4 + © 
O fatal day to my repoſ: ! 
When firit I ſaw the faithleſs fair; 


No peace my wretched boſom knows, 
I love, alas! and I deſpair. 


| A what can defend a poor maiden from love? 


Ye prudes, your expedient impart ; 


This pleaſing intruder how ſhall I remove, 


And guard the ſoft paſs to my heart? 


Of mothers and wives how wretched the lives 
Your's alone is the ſenſible plan ; 

They only are bleſt, like you, who deteſt 
That horrible creature call'd man. 


But when at our feet the fond wretches we view, 
How can one refuſe em, e 
Or ſcornfully uſe em? 


Ah! was it your caſe, ye coy virgins, cou d you? 


ATR IT. - 
Ye ſwains ſo faint-hearted, who ſigh for the fair, 
So brim-full of love, but of money ſo bare ? 
Ye ſoldiers fo ſtout, who make ſlaughter your trade, 
Who ſtand to a man, but who fly from a maid; 
Wou'd you conquer alike both the fair and tl:: foe, 
Strike home, my dear honey, and follow your 
blow. | | 

I the damſel conſents, take her ſtraight in t 

mood; | 
If not, gently force her, tis all for her 5 


ALE 
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AIR XVI. 
Look back, behold ! 
The ſhining gold ; | 
Come, take, and freely uſe it. 
Hark ! hark, it chinks ! 
Sweet ſound! methinks 
No lawyer can refuſe it. 


See, here's a bribe p 

For half your tribe, | | 
And will you then be jogging ? 

"Tis generous wine, | 1 

How bright! how fine! | 
Come, take another noggin. 


I ſee you relent; | 
Tis enough, be content; 
Two ſuch pleaſing allurements what ſaint can 
withſtand, — | 
The glaſs at the lips, and the gold in the hand? E.. 0 


AIR XVII. 
"Tis agreed; ſay no more, 
All my ſcruples are o'er ; | 
I am your's, my lad, body and foul : 
Thus, for better, for worſe, 3 
I join hands with your purſe; | WM. 
And I warrant I'll manage the whole. | 


What 1s honour ? A toy. 
What is honeſty, friendſhip, or fame ? 
Give me gold, and all theſe _ | Ch 
I can buy when I pleaſe, | | 
And put beggarly virtue to ſhame. 


; 
Fill a glaſs, my brave boy! = F 


Pol:ticianes 


( bs 3 
Politicians, they tay, 
Only ſtruggle for pay, 
Each one puts up his conſcience to ſue ; 
And the patriot ſo nice, 
When you bid to his price, 
May be yours for the tura of the ſcale. 


Then draw out your hoard, 
Count it down on the board, 
To refuſe it I won't be ſo mad; 
Since there can be no doubt, 

Shou'd one lawyer hold out, 


| But that more of the trade may be had. 


AIR XVIII. 
. my laſſes, let's be gay, 
On this our year iy holiday ; | 
We've _— d, we've mown, we've hous'd ous 
ore; 
chor. Then freely paſs the can about, 
Theve” s day enough to ſee it out. 


See the ſun is high at noon, 

And warns us not to part fo ſoon ; 
Time enough to think of care, 
When dreaming winter ſhall appear. 

Chor. Then freely paſs, &c. 


Let every ſwain propoſe his toaſt, 

A health to her he loves the mott, 

Then ſhou'd ſhe but kiſs the cup, 

What clown can chuſe but drink it up? 
Chor, Then freely paſs, &c. 


When, 


„ 


When peace and plenty crowns our iſle, 


*T were hard if Britons did not ſmile : < 
Nature's fair example ſee ; | | 
She laughs and fings, and fo ſhou'd we. 1 
Chor. Then freely paſs, &c. 3 
AIR XIX. * 
See yon humble ruſtick ſwains, 
Reſting from their daily pains; 3 
Look how careleſsly they're laid 
In the cool and fragrant ſhade. 
What is wealth, and fame, and poyer? =” 
Fleeting pageants of an hour: 5 
Bluſh, ambition, bluſh to fee G 
Happineſs unknown to thee. L 
Soon as Phoebus ſtreaks the ſkies, — 


Freſh and light as air they riſe; 
And when ſinking in the weit, 
Gayly ſing him to his reſt. 


Boaſt not, pride, thy lofty ſtate ; 
Ah, how little are the great! 

Wretches, amidſt all your cares, 
Can you find content like theirs ? 


8 AIR XX. 8 

O fate! if fo thou doſt ordain, | 
That I once more ſhould view him, Vi 
Reſtore him to my heart again, — 5 
As fond as once I knew him. | | Ap 
But if, regardleſs of my pray'r, _ 1 
Thou wilt not fo befriend me, Wh 
Oh! yet preſerve me from deſpair, | £ H 
And let this moment end me, „ - nd 
H 


a1 


1 K 


„9 
AIR XXI. 
So profound an impremion I bear 
Of the nymph who was my fond choice, 
Every nymph that I ſce has her air, 
Every ſound that I hear is her voice 


When you 6gh, I con think the was true; 


When you ſmile, I could ſwear the was kind, 
Tou give all but her face to my view, 


And, alas! I fee that in my mind. 
AIR XXIL 


No once again the ſportive train 


Awakes to ſprighly meaſures ; 
Cay hope fucceeds, and with her leads 
A train of imuling pleaſures. 


Fer, where the torturing furies flv, 


Palc Grief, Deſpair, and Jealouſy, 


Ot meagre cares the ghaſtly family. 


AIR XXIII. 
„thy Henry k ſtill attends thee, 
* thy humble friend defcnds thee ; 
Whither has thy reaſon ſtray' d: ? 
Turn and hear me, 
No not fear me, 
©, thou loſt, thou lovely maid ! 


AIR XXIV. 
V hen love at firit approach is teen, 
FH;s dzngrous form he veils; 
A pl. iyful intant's harmleſs mien 


The fatal god conceals. : 


When ſoon by us, fond dupes, careſs d, 


He acts his trait rous part, 


Ad as we pr eſs him to the breaſt, 


He Meals into the heart. 


AIR 


' 
1 
1 
| 
In 
| 
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AIR XXV. 
Farewel, fond unhappy creature! - 
See, for me poor Clara dies; 
Lightning blaſt each murd'rous feature, | 
Blind theſe fatal, fatal eyes! 


Yet what means this fond bewailing ? 
Let the wretched fair one die: 

If my form is ſo prevailing, 
Nature 1s in fault, not I. 


AIR XXVI. 
And can you ſee your daughter kneel ? 
What heart fo hard as thine ! 
If e'er it could compaſſion feel, 
It mult at grief like mine. 


You ſay, at your ſupreme command, 
I muſt become a wife; 

Ah! cruel, when you force my hand, 
Ay don't you take my life ? 


A IR XXVII. 
From clime to clime 
Let others run; 
From ring to the ſetting ſur, 

To kill uneaſy time : 

With giddy, trembling haſte, 
Let the vain creatures flv, 
To ſearch for dear vanity, 


And catch ſhort gleams of fluctuating taſte. 


Fix'd to my native ſpot, 
With eaſe and plenty crown'd, 
Content I leok around, 

Nor aſk of heaven a fairer lot. 

No vineyards here demand my care, 

Ne picy gales perfume the air, 


| C 9-1 
No citron groves ariſe ; 
The rugged foil, 4 
Hardly obedient to the peaſant's toil, | a 
Such ſoft luxuriance denies : | 
Yet nature, with maternal hand, 
A nobler dower has given ; 
Valour, the birthright of the land, 
And liberty, the choiceſt gift of heaven! 


| ATR XXVII. 
In vain you attempt to engage; 
Believe me, you have not that art. 
The feeble attacks of old age 
Can never endanger my heart. 


% 
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The dazzling delights that await 

| Upon grandeur I need not be told; 

You tell me, you're wealthy and great, 
"Tis true——but, alas! you are old. 


AC a % 
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Few ſcruples, you'll ſay, have been known, 
Which gold ever fail'd to remove 

Tis a pow'rful temptation, I own, 
But, ah ! what is life without love ? 


_— - 
— 


—_— 


—— 
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3 AIR XXIX. 
Away, diſſembling lover ! 
Your project I diſcover, 
And ſee thro' all your art. 
* Then fly from ſhape to ſhape, 
Yet hope not to eſcape, 
My chains encloſe your heart. 
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| AIR XXX. 
Thro' theſe wilds ſecurely ranging, 
Grandeur for content exchanging, 

Freely I abſolve my fate; 
Here my ſoul, without repining, 
; Each ambitious thought refigning, 
Looks with pity on the great. 


AIR XXXI. 

Yes, tis plain, ſhe ſees me tremble, 
While I tear her from my heart. 
Sure he knows I but diſſemble, 

When I tell him to depart. a CO 
Love, away ! thou haſt betray'd me. 
Pity, hence ! Reſentment aid me. | | F 
I renounce thee, venal beauty, | 

Thus I tear thee from my heart. 
Haughty lover, know thy duty, 

See, without a ſigh I part. 


AIR XXXII. 
Nature, when ſhe gave us pleaſure, 
Kindly to enhance the treaſure, 0 
In her bounty gave us pain; 5 EL 
Doubts that heighten, * 
Tears that brighten, | 
Toils, that earn what they obtain. 


- ** 


Ces 


A 
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Nymphs a mutual flame confeſſing, | 
Damp the youth they think they're bleſſing ; Pa 
He cannot love, who don't complain. 


Le 
| AIR XXXIII. 
When a maid's in the mind to marry, | 
He's an aſs that thinks ſhe'll tarry ; Ve 
Take my word, there's no time to dally, | 
Pr'ythee, don't ſtand ſhilly, ſhally, 08 


 Shyily, 
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Shilly, ſhally, fooliſh man ! 
Should ſhe look before ſhe leaps, fir, 
Or not wed before ſhe ſleeps, fir. 
Yoa are left in the lurch; all is over 
She is fled to ſome happier lover, 
And you may go hang, fcoliſh man 


AIR XXXIV. 
O think nat that Paddy will palter, 
Becaulc he has broke a rogue's pate; 
The man that's afraid of a halter, 
Deſerves not ſo lofty a fate. 


O'Connor, ſo nobly deſcended, 
Will never fo meanly deſcend ; 

For why, when my life it is ended, 
Why then of my life there's an end. 


| AIR XXXV. 
Vain attempt to rail at pleaſure, 
Leave the world to rail at leiſure ; 
Sour il]-nature, far away! 
Innocence is always gay. 


Others lives ſeverely noting, , 
Every error gladly quoting, 
Age, I leave that taſk to thee : 
What are others faults to me ? 


5 AIR XXXVI. 

Parents think our inclination 

Ne er ſhould fix till they approve; 
Loſt to every ſoft ſenſation, 

They forget what tis to love. 


Void of ev'ry generous paſſion, 
Lovers now with ſordid art. 
(Such the world's diſgraceful faſhion!) 
Woo the intereſt, nat the heart. | 
55 Thou 


TT 1 
Thou alone, alike regarding 
Wealth and titles with diſdain, 
Worth with equal worth rewarding, 
Lov'ſt, and art belov'd again. 


A IR XXXVII. 
When a freak has got in 
Such a head for plotting, 
Can a ſimple maid withſtand ? 
With ſuch art aſſailing, 
You are ſo prevailing, 
I muſt yield both heart and hand. 


With a mate ſo loving, 
All my ways approving, 
O how bleſt will be my lot? 
If I ſeem too ealy, 
"Tis my zeal to pleaſe you; 
Think of that, and ſcorn me not. 


| Nay, never doubt; here's my hand. —I conſent : 
How baſhful you ſtand !—Tis too late to repent. 


AIR XXXVIII. 

Give me back my heart, ſeducer ! 

Thus my freedom J regain 
Fury tempts me to accuſe her 

Pride forbids me to complain. 
Thus I tear my chains aſunder: 
How can heaven withhold its thunder ? 
See, ſhe triumphs in my pain 


| AIR XXXIX. 
When my children are wedded all and gone, 
With a this way, that way, and every way; 
And a happy day will be that day, 
_ Vhen they've left me to myſelf alone, 
With a this way, &c. 
And I wou'd they were gone cvery one. 


Then 


„ 
Then will I ſeek out for a wife, 
Wich a this way, &c. | 
And a happy day will be that day, 
When I rcnew a wedded life. 
With a this way, &c. | 
For every way I'll pleaſe my wife. 


But ſhould ſhe prove wayward, pert, and bold, 
With a this way, &c. | 

What a luckleſs day would be that day, 

When I lighted grit upon a ſcold, 

With a this way, &c. 

Ah! what way's left for me, that am old? 


AIR XL. 
You love, and are belov'd again. 
You love, alas | but love in vain. 
The 8 garden was the ſcene. 
VLou' ve been to blame 
Oh! fie for ſhame, 
With hairs fo grey to wear a head ſo green. 


Your maid is fled—Your miſtreſs gone: 
Yet both the loſſes are but one. 
I, who conceal'd her, can reſtore. 
Lament! Rejoice ! 
Here is my choice! 
Come take, Oh ! take, and never quit me morc. 


AIR XII. 
Rappy nation ! who 122 
Nature's gifts in full increaſe, 
Sers around thee every bleſſing, 
Scenes of plenty, ſcenes ct peace. 
Chor. Happy nation, &c, 


Field. 


| C9. 
Fields where golden Ceres waving, 
Gliſtens in the ripening ſun ; 
Streams their fertile borders laving, 
Scattering riches as they run. 
Chor. Happy nation, &c. 


Meads, where flocks and herds diſporting, 
Gaily paint the chequer'd vale ; 
Groves, where happy ſhepherds courting, 
Softly breathe their amorous tale. 
Chor. Happy nation, &c. 


Cooling zephyrs, gently blowing 
Fragrance from the — plains, 

Temperate ies, ſerenely glowing, 
Virtuous nymphs and valiant ſwains. 


Chor. Happy nation ! who poſſeſſing 
Nature's gifts in full increaſe, 


Sees around thee every bleſſing, 
Scenes of plenty, ſcenes of peace. 
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THOMAS AND SALLY. | 


AIR I. — 
EAM H E echoing horn calls the ſportſmen 


= Na abroad, ? 
10 T 


To horſe, my brave boys, and 

2 away; | if 

N. The morning is up, and the cry of 7.9 
the hounds " 1 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 1 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox! 1 
O' er hill and o'er wide he flies; 19 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza a3 i 

The traitor is ſeiz d on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night wich the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 1 
And loſe the fatigues of the day | 1... 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defr. 

Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours: | 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, | 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flow rs. 
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RECITATIVE. 


In vain I ſtrive my ſcrrows to amuſe ; 
Stubborn they are, and all relief refuſe. 


What med'cine ſhall I fly to, or what art? 
Is there no cure for a diſtemper d heart? 


"AIR 
My former time how briſk, how gay ! 
Oh, blith I was as blith could be: 


But now I'm fad, ah, well-z-day ! 


For my true love is gone to tea. 


The lads purſne, I ſtrive to ſhun, L 
Tho' all their arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death can love but one, 


And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light's return, 
As mourn: the dove its abſent ſhe ; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 

Till my true love returns from ſea. 


„ 
That May- day of life is for pleaſure, 
For fingirg, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 
In fingin;;. and crying——heigho ? 


Let's copy thc bird in the meadows, 
By her tum your pipe waen tis low; 
Fly round, 2 d coquct it as ſhe does, 


And never t erywug——heigho. 


Though wher in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometime: may happen, I know; 
Then ere all our toying is over, 
We cannot help crying——heigho. 


In 


In 


tw )- 


In age ew ry one a new part takes, 


find to my ſorrow tis fo ; 


When old, you may cry till your heart aches, 
But no one will mind your——heigho. 


AIR IV. 
Were I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to tlie bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, I aſk not wealth, 
Grant me but innocence and health. 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 


AIR v. 
When I was 1 young one, what girl was like me? 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee: 


I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and v here- e er 


A fiddle was heard to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
*T was this, fir—and that, fir——but ſcarce ever 


nay 3 
And Sundays, drefs'd out in my filks and my lace, 


I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well, reſt him, we all are as good as we can 
Yet he was fo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, - 
And jealous - tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me, but let me alone, 

Egad, I've a tongue, and I paid him his own. 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpoule is un- 
tow'rd, | 


Stand firm to our n and have the laſt word. 


But. 


F 
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But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe ; 


I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago. 


This Time's a fore foe ; there's no ſhunning his 


dart: 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum-chance . 


Iſtill love a tune, tho' unable to dance; 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I teach that to others, I once did myſelf. 


| AIR VI. 
Life's a garden, rich in treaſure, 
Bury'd like the ſeeds in earth ; 
There lie joy, contentment, pleaſure, 
But tis love muſt give them birth. 


That warm ſun its aid denying, 
We no happineſs can taſte ; 

But in cold obſtruction lying, 
Life is all one barren waſte. 


| AIR VII. 
Can the weak taper's feeble rays, 
Or lamp's tranſmit the ſun's bright blaze ? 
Oh, no——then ſay how thall I, 
In words be able to expreſs | 
My love ?—Irt burns to ſuch exceſs, 
I almoſt die for Sally. 


When late I wander'd o'er the vlain, 

From nymph, to nymph, I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally; 

But now they're of themſelves come home, 

And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam: 
They centre all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one, damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
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Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


Come then, oh come, thou ſweeter far 


Than jeſſamine and roſes are, | 
Or lilies of the valley ! 

O! follow Love, and quit your fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 


AIR VIII. 


Come, come, my dear girls I muſt not be deny d; 
| 


Fine clothes you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away. 


I'll give you this purſe too, and, hark you, beſide, 
We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſummer's 
% 


day. 


Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 
Oh, ſhould hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught ; 
Beſides, fir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd ; 
The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 
bought. | 


Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue ; 


But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put, 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 


At draggle - tail chaſtity walking a- foot. 


If only thro” fear of the world I was ſhy, 

My coyneſs and modeity were but ill ſhewn ; 
Its pardon 'tvvere eaſy with money io buy, 

But bow, tell me how, I ſhould purchaſe my own. 


Leave morals to grey beards, thoſe lips were deſign d 
For better employment. | 


G 2 I'll 
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III not be a whore. 
Oh fie, _ love bids you be rich, and be 
kin 
But virtue commands me, be honeſt and poor. 


RECITATIVE. 
Avaſt, my boys, avaſt, all hands on ſhore; | 
Meſfs-mates, what cheer ? Old England, hey ! 
once more. 
Tm thinking how the wenches will rejoice : 


Out with your preſents, boys, and take your 


choice. 

I've an old ſweetheart——but look there's the 
town : 

Weigh anchor, tack about, and let's bear down. 


ATR IX. 
From ploughing the ocean, and threſhing Moun- 
r, 
In Old England we're landed once more ; 
Your hands, my brave comrades ;—halloo, boys, 
wWhhat cheer 
For a ſailor that's juſt come a-ſhore ? 


Thoſe hectoring blades thought to * us, na 


doubt, 
And to cut us and ſlaſh us—Morblen ! 
But hold there, avaſt, they were plaguily out; 
We have ſlic' d chem, and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence - 


know, 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right ; 
The lion may rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
But ſhould never be pu in a ge. 


, 


You've 


Ur 


N- 
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na. 


No ignorant pilots e'er fit at the helm, 


© wu 3 

You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn d party and idle conteſt ; 

And let all your ftrite be, like us, honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A 88 ſpark, if the maids can affect, 
| 1 


Bid the ſimpering gipſies look to't ; 
Sound bottoms they'll find us, in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to pertuade, and the like : 

But ware thoſe falſe colours, for better for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike. * | 


Now long live the king, may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid; 

May Britain's proud flag ſtill exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diſplay d. 


No quickiands endanger, no ſtorms orerwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe ſail; 


Or her anchor of liberty fail. 


AIR X. | 
All you who would with to ſucceed with a !2(s. 
Learn how the aifair's to be done ; | 
For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
_ You'll loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 


- ' an . £5 bak ey 2 N . . 


With 2 and ſighing, and vows, and a 
that | 
As far as you pleaſe, you may run; 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you « 


oh 3 
But jilt you as ſure as a gun. 
G 2 Te 


| 
| 
| 
| 


( 102 ) 
To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine! 
But mark you the conſequence, mun ; 
The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. | 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſtout, | 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry 
out; 
But mum ſhe s as ſure as a gun. 


AIR XI. 
Auſpicious — guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide; 


With out- ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; 

A fympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ford, 


Ye winds, your hluſt' ring fury leave, 
Like airs, that o'er the garden ſweep; 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave, 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
Msv ſailor views his native ſhore, 


And harbours * in theſe fond arms, 


AIR XI. 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt ; 
I ſpeak without drſguiſe or art, 


* with my hand dar my heart. 


Le: 
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Let ladies prudiſhly deny, 8 
Look cold, and give their thoughts the lie, 
I own the paſſion in my breaſt, Ce, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


For this the ſailor on the maſt, 
Endupes the cold and cutting blaſt ; 

7 All dripping wet wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes ; 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, | 


And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. 


Ye Britiſh youths, be brave, you'll find, | 
The Pritiſh virgins will be kind; Ns 
Protect their beauty from alarms, 

And they'll repay you with its charms. 


K 


THE 


Le: 
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; 
In the OPER a of the a 
ROYAL SHEPHERD. | » 
| 8 A 


AIR I. 


_ LL I know, thou friendly ſtrain, v 
w 3 What thy gentle murmurs mean. | | 

4. + * In their accents ſoft they ſay, 2 
Why does Eliza keep away ? ? 

AIR II. | 
To the wood, the field, the fountain, | Th 
To the lawn, the dale, the mountain, | 4 
I my darling flock will guide, Ere 
With Amintas by my fide. A 
Humble though our cottage be, 

Ever dwelling there, we'll ſee The 
Conſtancy, with pleaſure join'd, 3 
Innocence, with peace of mind. | „ l 
| | | 
ATR: IM. | Wha 
A ſhepherd tho' I am, what then ? M. 
That ſhepherd's ſtate ſo low. My h 
«I'd not exchange far rule o'er men, Is f 


Or wiſh more great to q. 
But 


But 


5 
But if, againſt my own deſire, 
Heav'n ſhould exalt my ſtate, 
Heav'n will exalted thoughts inſpire, 
And fit me to be great. 


AIR IV. 
Thus a cloud, expanding wide, 
From the earth the fun may hide, 
And, with lightning fraught around, 
Menace the dry parched ground. 


Till with watry vapaurs fill'd, 

Forc'd at length its ſtores to yield, 
It diſhpates ia kindly rain, | 
And fertilizes all the plain. 


n. 

Why aſk me, faireſt, if I love? 
Thoſe eyes, ſo piercing bright, 

Can every doubt of that remove, 
Nor need you other light. 


Thoſe eyes full well do know my heart, 
And all its workings ſee ; | 

Ere ſince they play the conquerors part, 
And I no mare was free. 


AIR VI. 
The many dreadful ſtorms blown o'er, 
Already I've forgot, 
My lover's looks the calm reſtore, 
And peace is now my lot. 
What tho' a while my ſtars ſevere 
My quiet did annoy ; 
My heart, that ſhudder'd then with fear, 
Is fluttering now with joy. 


A MARCH 


— 


o — —— — — 


( 106 ) , 
A MARCH. 


Attend, Agenor, on our foy'reign will; 
Aminta's virtues call him to the throne, 

The gods by me confer it; have him crown'd : 
The crown will take new luſtre from his virtues. 
By heav'n! it more delights my tow'ring foul, 
To beckon modett merit from the ſhade, 

And bleſs a nation with his royal worth, 

Than ſee Darius tumbling from his throne, 


And all his Aſian empire laid in ruin. 


Ah! fay, from whence ariſe, 
Say ye who know it beſt, 


_ Theſe tender, heaving ſighs, 


Theſe tumults in my breaſt ? 
This ſoft, conſuming flame, 
That thrills thro all my frame. 


AIR VIL 


The homage now his right has prov'd, 


To me he's ever dear ; | 
Him whom a ſhepherd much I lov'd, 
A king II now revere. | 


His virtues call'd him to the throne, 
And millions bleſs the choice, 


Great Alexander did alone 


Confirm the nation's voice. 


C HOR Us. 
Let us in jocund ſong reſound ; 
The good Aminta's happy fate ; 
May ſuch worth be ever crown'd, 
And thoſe as virtuous be as great. 


DVETTO0. 


.<f i _ ah @ 
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DUET TO. 
Go reign.— The throne awaits my love ; ; 
But, oh! if that can be, 
Preſerve your heart for me. 
Tho' I ſhould reign, I'Il faithful prove 3 
Yes, on the throne you'll find 
Your ſhepherd ever kind. 


AIR VIII. 
Come, ye hours, with joy replete, 
Oh, bear me to Eliza's feet. 
C N ye feather'd choirs, your ſtrains ; - 
Your cheartul notes augment my pains. 
Come, ve hours, Kc. 


R E 81 * A TIVE. 
Love, jealouſy, and care diſtract my ſoul! 
A thouſand ſtruggling paſſions rend my breaſt | 
Imperial toil, and diſappointed love, . 
Full fraught with ſcorpions in my tortur'd ſoul! 
I cannot bear th' intolerable lo 
Give me Eliza, gods! or let me die. 
Baniſh'd her fight, life is protracted pain. 


ATE IX -. 

Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart, | 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure, 


Did IT fix my youthful heart. | 


Not Eliza's perfect feature | 
Did the fickle wand'rer bind, 
Nor her form, the boaſt of nature, 
"T'was alone her ſpotleſs mind. 
Not on beauty's, &c. 


ro. AIR 


( 208 5 
AIR X. 


Tim'rous fair, no more debate; 


Reſign thyſelf to fate. 
Thy paſſion quite diſclaim, . 
Suppreſs the tender flame. 
Mine burns till fortune move 
Some pity from above. 


AIR XL. 


Tell, oh! tell, my lover true, 


What I, in vain, ſhould ſtrive to ſay; 
Well my heart is known to you, 
Its ſentiments do you convey. 
What my ſoul feels, can I explain, 
When all expreſſion * tis above? 
But you know my cauſe of pain, 
And — beſides, what tis to love. 


AIR XII. 
Barbarian, can 22 ſee my pain, 
Thus parted from my hoon, 


And grant me not ſome light to gain, 
That may my doubts remove? | 

Can you then ſee me ſo diſtreſs'd, 
And yet not pity ſhew ? 

What heart — dwell in ſuch a breaſt, 
Unmov'd at ſo much woe! _ 


„ XIII. 
When — waves her enſigns of ſnow o'er the 
an | 
And Commerce approaches in triumph the frand, 
Let the brave, to whoſe valour the proſpe& we 
owe, 


Be rewarded, and — in the bleſſings which 


flow. 


When. 


r the 


rand, 
we 


which : 


ner. 


If happineſs through me they gain, 
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When the ſoul-ftirring drum, and the trumpet of 
war, 

With the clangor of arms, are baniſhed far ; 

Be the ſoldier remember d who valiantly fought, 

Our eaſe, wealth, and pleaſure his gallantry taught. 


AIR XIV. 

Ye gods! to me, a lowly plant, 
O give improvement ſcope, 

That fully I may anſwer, grant, 
My cultivator's hope. 

Nor let me now, ſet in rich land, 
Forget my native wood ; 

Much lets the kind, parental hand, 
Whence flow'd my preſent good. 


AIR XV. 


I have not conquer d then in vain, 
"Tis o'er the hearts I wiſh to reign. 
The greateſt glory I've in view, 
From victory, is good to do. 


3 AIR XVI. 

Thus the ſailor's eyes aghaſt, 

The terrors of the roaring blaſt, 

The ſwelling ſurge, and craſhing maſt; 
In death he hopes to loſe his fears, 

Bu: ah! to me no hope appears, 

To calm my ſoul, and end my fears. 


AIR XVII. 
When lowly on the rural plain, 
I watch'd my fleecy care, | 
With ſmiles ſhe chear'd the humble ſwain, 
Nor ſcorn'd my vows to hear. 


H Shou'd 


| ( mo ) 

| Shou'd kings poſſeſs a worthleſs mind, 
Or bear a treach'rous heart ? 

Our ſouls by love alone were join'd, 


And death alone fhall part. 


AIR XVIII. 

Huſband, indeed, and lover too, 
From faith I ne' er will ſwerve, 
But conſtantly with ardor true, 

My heart for her preſerve. 
And juſtly too, for while ſhe's kind, 

My ſoul, that's all her own, 
No ſov"reign joy, no bliſs can find, 
Except in her alone. 25 


1 AIR XIX. 5 
my ſhepherd ever * | | 
O no, forbid it, love. = 
He cannot have ſo hard a heart, 
My death twould ſurely prove. 
While then another has my ſwain, 
4 You _ —_—_— take, 
nd with falſe pity of my pain 
A cruel ſport you make. ; 


| | .- AR. XX. 
If you yourſelf give me away, 
nd in another's name ent me, 
In what am I to blame, I pray? 
Why do you cruel call me ? 
My patience your example be, 
Who, left, don't yet complain, 
Nor offer to inſult, you ſee, | 
And call you faithleſs ſwain. 


AIR 


( mx ) 


AIR XXI. 
Propitious heav'ns! who're pleas'd each day 
Freſh laurels to impart, 
Second, moreo'er, I ardent pray, 
Th' impulſes of my heart. 
IF I a ſtar of glory blaze, 
Rais'd by your pow'rdivine : 
O grant that of ſuch ſtar the rays 
For gen'ral good may ſhine! 


| AIR XXII. 

Vows of love will ever bind 

Men who are to honour true ; 
They poſſeſs a ſavage mind, 
Who deny the fair their due. 
Scorn'd, deteſted may I be, 

When TI from Eliza part 
Thrones, and regal dignity, 

Can't corrupt my faithful heart. 


A IXN0L. 
Tranſporting joys elate my mind! 
Who can their blifs compare 

With what this hero has aſſign d 
To be our copious ſhare ? 

Ye pov-'rs divine! O lend me aid, 
My gratcful heart to ſhew ; 

Lf gifts fo great can be repaid, 
I pray to teach me how. 
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In the EXGLISH OPERA Of 
| | | _ By 
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7255 | It 
AIR I. King of Prufſia's march. 
Chorus of all the gods. | 
— O VE, in his chair, 
2 Of the ſkies lord-may 'r, || 4 
J With his nods | 
RN Ys Men and gods By 
A. Keeps in awe; 1 
When he winks Ju 
Heaven ſhrinks, a 
When he ſpeaks | = 
Hell fqueaks, | 
Earth's globe is but his taw. 1 
Cock of the ſchool, | — 
He bears deſpotic rule, Fl 
His word, | | „ 
Tho' abſurd, 
Muſt be law. N 
Even Fate, | 1 
Tho' lo great, 3 
Muſt not prate; | | 4 
His bald pate vp 


Jove 


( m3 ) 
Jove would cuff, 
He's fo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 
Like mice m cheeſe, 
To ſtir muſt ceaſe, 
Nor gnaw. 
AIR II. To its own tune. 
To happy ignorance | 
Connubial peace is owing : 
Tis a curſe to be too knowing; 
Beſt let things take their chance. f 
A buſy curioſiir 11 
Produccs endleſs evils; | 
It turns the gods felicity 
To ſharpeſt pangs of devils, 
Supplying food to jealouſy. 
AIR III. Shaan Bwee. 
Think not, lewd ſove, | 
bus to wrong my chaſte love; 
For, ſpite of your rakehelly godhead, 
By day and by night, | 
Imo will have her right, | 
Nor be, of dues nuptial defrauded. 
III ferrit the haunts 
Of your female gallants, | 
In vain you in darkneſs encloſe them; 
Your favourite jades 
I'Ii plunge to the ſhades, 
Or into cows metamorphoſe them. 


ATR IV. There was a jovial beggar. 
No difference of character, 
Vice, virtue dle dreams! 
For lewd or chaſte, or foul or fair, 
Muſt then be only names, 
When a ſporting ali * go, may go, may go, &c. 
3 


ort 


Screen d 


( 14 ) 
Screen'd from the huſband's jealous eyes, 
All love, all free as air, 
No wanton need to fear ſurpriſe : 
Oh, what a life were there 


When a ſporting, 6 C. 


Then hey for trumps, for matadores, 
And rare ſanſprendre voles; 
Ol maids will fly, when paſt amours, 
To dear quadrille by ſhoals, | 
And a gambling, &c. 


| 4 I R V. To its own tune. 
Be by your friends adviſed, 
Too harſh, too haſty dad 
Maugre your bolts and wiſe head, 


The world will think you mad. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 

Than break the lamps, beat watchmen, 
And ſtagger to ſome punk. 


AIR VI. Hang me, if I marry. 
With fun my diſgrace I'll parry, 
While here on earth I tarry, 


With the nymphs in my way 
I'll kiſs and play, 


But hang me if I marry—hang me if I marry, 


Wich the nymphs, &c. 


Let the ſky go to wreck, and miſcarry, 
Without my luminary, 
Poll here will ſtay, 
To kiſs and play, 


To toy, but never marry— toy, but never marry. 


* here will ſtay, &c. 


AIR 


If 
If 
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AIR VII. To its own tune. 
dince you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, you jolly dog, 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog. 


Fa, la, ba. | 


With three crowns, youu ſtanding wages, 


You ſhall daintily be fed : 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, and cabbage, 
Butter, milk, and oaten bread, 
| Fa, la, la. 


Come, ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 


And when daily labour's over, 


We'll all dance to your ſtrum, ſtrum. 
| | 5 Fa, la, la. 


2 AIR VIII. 

If the ſwain we ſigh for preſs us, 
Oh, how pleaſing tis to pleaſe! 

If the fright we loath addreſs us, 
How delightful ' tis to teize. 


AIR IX. Mirleton. 
If I cannot plague the lubber, 
Now I have him in my crib, 
If, when he begins to blubber, 
I can't ſoothe, or laugh, or fib, 
Doom' d for life I may be 
To play with my baby, 
And to wear a ſlabb ring bib. 


T7 AIR 


( 216 ) 
AIR x. Three ſheep-ſkins. 


Girls are known | 
To miichief prone, - 
If ever they be idle: 
Wo would rear 
Two daughters fair, 

Muſt hold a ſtcady bridle : 
For here they ſkip, | 
And there they trip, EIN 

And this and that way fidle. 

For here they ſkip, &c. 


Giddy maids, 
Poor * jades, 
All after men are gadding; 
They flirt A b a 
Their train to ſwell, 
To coxcomb, coxcomb adding. 
To ev'ry fop | | 
They're cock-a-hoop, 
Aud ſet their mothers madding. 
To ev'ry fop, &c. 


ATR XI. A tune in Queen Mab. 
Pray, gocdy, pleaſe to moderate the raneour of 
your fongue. | p 
Why flath thoſe ſparks of fury from your eyes 
Remember, when the judgment's weak, the pre- 
judice ie lrong. | 
A frrangr wav will you deſpiſe ? 


4 1 


Try me, | 
rove, erę you. deny mez 
(i vod calt me 
OF. You laſt me, 
Nevr more to riſe, 


Pray, goody, pleaſe, &c. 


7 


AIR 
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ATR XII. Fanny's fairer than a flower. 
Wretched he, whoſe pain or pleaſure 
Hangs on faithleſs woman's mind; 
Such the merchant's ſtate, whoſe treaſure 
Swims the ſport of tide and wind. | 
Female likings are unſteady 
As the veering weather-cock. 
Miss, for new addrefles ready, 
Siutts her lover, like ker ſmock. 


AIR XIII. To a French tune, A la Sante 
| du Pere d' Oleron. 
Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſhoes, 
Dare my amours to croſs ? 
Shall a peaſant minx, when juſtice Midas wooes, 
Her noſe up at him toſs ? 
| No, I'll kidnap—then poſſeſs her; 
ITI fell her Pol a flave, get mundungus in ex- 
change, | | 
So glut, to the height of pleaſure, 
My love and my revenge. 
No, III kidnap, &c. 


AIR XIV. Sheelagh na Guig. 
Jupiter wenches and drinks, 

Ke rules the roaſt in the ſky, 

Yet hc's a fool if he thinks 

That he's as happy as I. 


Juno rates him 
And grates him, 

Aud leads his highneſs a weary life ; 
J have my laſs 
And my glaſs, 

And ſtrole a hatchelor's merry life. 

| Let him fluſter 

And bluſter, 


H 5 Yet 
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Yet cringe to his harridan's furbellow. 
To my fair tulips 
I glue hps, 
And clink the cannikin here below. | 
Jupiter wenches, &c. 


ATR XV. Tune in pantomime of Fortunatus. 


All around the May-pole how they trot! 
e Hot - 
Pot 
And good ale have got; 
Routing, 
| Shouting, 
At you flouting, 
Fleering, 
Iieering, 
And what not. 
All around the May- pole, &c. 


There is old Sileno friſks like a mad 
Lad, 
Glad 
To ſee us ſad; 
Cap' ring, 
Vap' ring, 
While Pol, ſcraping, 
Coaxes 
| The doxies 
As he did the dad. | 
All around the May-pole, &c. 


IA FRY. nes fond ©. 
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AIR XVI. My wife's a galloping, &c. 


Shall he run away with the laſſes, 

By his trills, and his flurs, and his graces, 

From me, who at fairs and horſe- races, 
Have pip'd to the laird of the clan? 

A fribble!—If I can but catch him, 

I'll pummel—T'l] pinch and I'll ſcratch him, 

I warrant I'll make him not match him- 
Sclf as a muſician with Pan. 


AIR XVII. Sheelagh na Guiragh. 
Sure I ſhall run with vexation diſtracted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus counter- acted 
This way, or that way, or which way ſocver, 
All things run contrary to my endeayour. 
Daughters projecting 
Their rum and ſhame,' 
Fathers neglecting 
The care of their fame, 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper; 
Here's a fine dance—but *tis he pays the piper. 


AIR XVIII. Tune, Planxty Johnſton. 
When at your foe 
A mortal blow 
You aim, 
Your ſcheme 
Let him not know. 
To gain your end, 
You mult pretend 
Sincerely, 
And dearly, 
| To be his friend, 
Till he ceaſes of your love to be doubtful. 
Your game to play, 
The failors ſay, 
Lock one, but row another way. 
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The dean, to fiſh up 
Lawn ſleeves, and be biſhop, 
Says no to the mitre that would fill his wiſh up. 
And puſſey 
Can counterfeit ſleeping ; 
When mculey 
Steals tip-a-toe creeping 3 
Then winking, 
And blinking, 
She catccs, 
| Diſpatches, | 
And ſwallows him up at a mouthful. 


AIR XIX. From tree to tree. 
To blaſt a rival's happineſs 
We ev'ry art Kon. 8 ; 
And ſcarcely can our own ſucceſs 
Convey a purer joy. 


A kind of victory we feel, 

If ſhe no triumph gain; 
Deny'd a real blifs, we ſteal 
Falſe pleaſure from her pain. 


AIR XX. Toa French tune, Quand cn 
ſcait aimer et plair. 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to 
As e'er ſtept in leather ſhoe; 
And, what's better, he'll love me too, 
And to him I Il prove true blue. 
Tho' my ſiſter caſts a hawk's cyc, 
I defy what ſhe can do. 
He v'erlook'd the little doxy ; 
I'm the girl he means to woo. 
_ He'sas tight, &c. 


Hithe: 
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Hither I ſtole out to meet him, 


H' no doubt my ſteps purſue ; 


If the youth prove true, I'll fit him; 


If he's falſe, T'il fit him too. TINS 
If he's falſe, &c. 


A1 R xxl. When on thy dear boſom lying. 


Lovely nymph, aſſuage my anguiſh ; 
At your fect a tender ſwain 
Prays you will not let him languiſn; 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Dil you know the lad who courts you 


He not long needs ſue in vain 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports—you 
Scarce will meet his like again. 
Did you know, &c. 


AIR XXII. Theprieſt in his boots. 


Tf you can caper as well as you modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 

Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a god o' late, 
Will be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard fo frowſy, his geſtures ſo aukward are, 
And his bag-pipe has ſo drowſy a drone, 

That if they find yon, as I did, no backwarder, 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 


AIR 


S * 


| 
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AIR XXIII. An Italian tune of Peſcetti. 

Neateſt, 
Compleateſt, 
. 
This is _ 
A criſis, 
When Myſis 

| Croſs ſnubs 

Could brave and ſtay. 


Yet your 
Good nature, 
Kind creature, 
Her malice 
< Gueſſing, 
Our bleſſing 
Suppreſling, 
Might geul us, 
Therefore away. 


A IR XXIV. A French tune, Aſli ſac 
I'Herbette. 
In thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine, 
Then his guittar he clatters 
With tinkling divine ! 
But, my ſiſter, 
Ah! he kiſt her, 
And me he pais'd by. 
I'm jealous 
Of the fellow's | 
Bad taſte and blind eye. 
I'm jealous, c. 


AIR 


28 


- 
— 
2 
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AIR XXV. The lottery. 
O., what plenſures will abound, | 
When my wite is laid in ground! 
| O, what pleaſures, &c, 


Let earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her, 
When wy wife's laid in the ground. 
| | | Let earth, &e. 


Oh, how kappy ſhould. I bs 
Would little Nyſa pig with me! 
| 0 Oh, how happy, &c. 


How I'd mumble her, 
| Tonze and tumble her! 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
| | How i'd mumble, &c. 


AIR XXVI. A pantomime tune. 
Nec'er will I be left i' tht lurch; 
Ceaſe your bribes and wooing, 
Tul I'm made a bride i' th' church, 
Ill keep man from doing. 
What are riches, 
And ſoit ſpreches? 
Baits and fetches, 
Jo bewitch us. 
When you've won us, 
And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhun us, 
Frowning on us, 
For our caly cocing. 

Can your palace, plate, or coach, 
Can your diamonds glitt'ring, 
Bridle the tongue of, fou! reproac!: ? 

Cibers will be tit ring. 


( 24 ) 
Then, ſtumbler, 
How't 8 humble her, 
(If a fumbler | 
She lets tumble her) 
When, in her hearing, 
Whiſp' ring, ſnecring, 
Chatt' ring, ſwearing, 
Hiſſmg, tearing, 

Gall'ry, box, and pit ling. 


ATR XXVII. Larry Grogan. 


If into your hen-yard 
The treacherous Reynard 
Steals ſlily, your poultry to ravage, to ravage, 
With gun you attack him, 
With beagles you track him, 


All's fair to deſtr oy the fell ſavage, fell — 


So Pol, who comes picking 
Up my tender chicken, 
No means do I ſcruple to baniſh, to baniſh ; ; 
With pow'r I'll o'erbear him, 
With fraud I'll enſnare him, 
By hook or by crook he ſhall vaniſh, fhiil 


vaniih. 


A IR XXVIII. Tune in Fortunatus. 
Strip him, 
Whip him, 


Let his ſnoulders feel your laſh ont. 
Clip him, 
Rip him, 


Folly now to be compaſſionate, 


all 


To win and tickle, to win and tickle Daph. 1 


(123) 


If ſuch a little dapper, 
Pert, ſaucy whipperſnapper, 
Sileno's underſtrapper, 
Slily 
Simp' ring, 
Whimp' ring, 
Of your dear Nyſa beguile ye 
Sniv'ling, | | 
Driv'ling, 

Will but diſgrace and defile ye. 
Vigour, a = 
R:gour, | | 
Hurry, 

Flurry, 


Are the meaſures fitteſt for ye. 


My plots private 
You'll connive at; 

Thus we gain the point we drive at: 
Or by covert | 
Practices, or overt. 


AIR XXIX. Tune, Nanny of the Hill. 
Since firſt thoſe eyes enſlav'd my heart, 
In ſize I'm waſted half 
My looks betray my inward ſmart , 
Ah cruel, cruel Daph. | 
Ah cru-1 ! ah cruel! ah cruel, cruel Daph. 


Inhuman maid, my ſighs you ſcout, 
My tears but make you laugh ; 

Yet, at firſt fight, an upſtart lout 
Eas nabb'd my fickle Daph. 


An fickle! ah fickle! ah fickle, fickle Daph. 


How can you on my courtſhip frown, 
My wealth deſpiſe as chaff, 

Yet ſuffer ſuch a clumſy clown 
To win and tickle Daph ? 


IR 
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AIR XXX. A French tune. Tourlerette. 
Yes, your wealth I hold at nought, 
 Daphne's heart ſhall ne er be bought; 

Ne'er to church haſte, 
Baſely purchas'd 
Buy a rich ninny; 
Who, to keep her chaſte, 
Would lock her up like his guinea. 


In your | my pleaſure is, 
Jealous dolt, I hate your phiz ; 
Hiſſing gander, 
My Philander 
Scorns your aſperſion. 
Pitiful ſlander 
Renders you more my averſion. 


ATI * XXXT. Farewel the hills and vallies. 
By whining, 
Pining, 
Sighing, 
Coquettes are never won ; 3 
But rig t em, 
Spite em, 
| Slight * em, 
Into your arms they run. 
A coward, 
How bard 
Toward 
| His foe it is to puſh ! 
Reſtrain him, 
- Rem him, 
Train him, 


He's mad on death to ruſh. 


AIR 


I K 
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AIR XXXII. When that I was a little tiny 


| boy. 
When gathering clouds obſcure the ſky, 


With a criſh, craſh, 

Fliſh and flaſh, 
The thunders roll, and the lightnings fly ; 
Then rain—and ail is lullaby. | 
So when a vixen's paſſions ſwell, 

Tongue all ire, 


Eyes on fire, 


Boſom rent by fiends of hell, 


At length tears ſtream— and all is well. 


AIR XXXIII. To an Italian opera tune. 
The wolf that ſlaughter d finds her whelps, 
With howlings fills the foreſt, 
Their murderer tracks with ſhrilleſt yelps, 
All food neglectiug or reſt. | 


So my revenge Pol ſhall purſue, 
I'II clofely watch his waters, 
Till at the galiows-tree he rue 
The wrongs he did my daughters. 


AIR XXXIV. When fairics dance round on 


. the graſs. | 
When fairies dance round on the graſs, 
| And revel to night's awful noon, 
Each elf with his tight little laſs 
Trips to the pale light of the moon. 


If 't chance that the grey dawn of day 
Peep in on their frolicks too ſoon, 

In fright they all ſcuttle away, 
And ſollow the glimpſe of the moon. 
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AIR XXXV. 
O yes, O yes, O yes, this is to give notice, 
Loſt or miſlaid, 
Or ſtol'n or ſtray'd, 
From the regions over head, 

Or reel'd down to earth, when maudlin, 
A finical, | 
Coxcombical, 

Pert, ſmock-fac'd, young godling ; 

He deals 


In ſpells, 

And — tells, 
Goes ſnacks 
With quac ks, 
And trades 
With jades, 

Prying, 
Spring, 
Pratt' ling, 
Tatt' ling, 


Up ſtairs, down ſtairs, ratt'ling. 


His carotty locks 
As red as a fox; 
As a (witch tall and thin, 
Ne'er a rag to his ſkin, 
And anſwers to the name of Apollo. 


AIR XXXVI. Kiſs me faſt, my mother's 
| coming. 
Fine times! when each little, 
Pimping, upſtart, court lick- ſpittle, 
Worth diſgrac'd dares hack and whittle, 

| Shafts of malice throwing. 

See the game-cock's creſt with mud upon't ; 


Strait the dunghill breed grows proud upon't, 


Each 


Ve tar; 


By : 


Tho 
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Each bare beak 
Its ſpleen will wreak, 

All clapping wings, and crowing, 


| AIR XXXVII. Nancy Dawſon. 
The gods were all call'd in to ſee 
How Fond a huſband Jove could be ; 
He ſtorm'd, ſhe laugh d, yet rogniſhly 
Pretended to conceal it. 


His fury roſe to ſuch a pitch, | 

He call'd her lewd, caſe-harden'd witch, 

Swore, to his girls he'd ſtick like pitch, 
And wench in open day- light. 


AIR XXXVIII. Baaltiorough. 
Mark what I fay, you'll repent if 
Conſcience's qualms you attend to; 
You a great ſhire's repreſentative, 
And not one job for a friend do ? 
Ronze up, nor thus your grave noddle fake, 
Fob off this tatterdemaliion ; 
We'll lick to Pan, his party take, 
For Pol's a paltry raſcallion. 


AIR XXXIX. To its own tune. 

in the conrts your ſuit depend, 

Or a cauſe you'd fain do hurt in, 
Le ture you make the judge your friend, 

ers | By a tip behind the curtain. 
| Then decree goes 
Plump againſt your foes, 
Tho betere it ſeem'd uncertain. 


AIR 


Each 


aur — — — 
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AIR XL. Ligurum Cuſs. 
As ſoon as her doating piece fairly is ſped, 
Do you make your puſh, and a ſtout one: 
For now ſhe has got a fweetheart in her head, 
She'll never be eaſy without one ; 


Rever'd by the ſhepherds, careſs'd by the nymphs, 


Nor dread or remorſe ſhall come o'er us; 
At leſſions, in ſpite of the law and its impe, 
We'll kick the whole country before us. 


| AIR XLI. Kettle Bender. 
What the devil's here to do, 
Ye logger-heads an gypſies? 
Sirrah you, and huſſey you, 
And each of yeu tipley is. 
But III ſure pul! down your pride as 
A gun, or as I'm juſtice Midas. 


CHORUS ALL. 
O, tremendous juſtice Midas! 


Who ſha!! oppoſe wiſe juſtice Midas? 


AIR XLII. To its own ture. 
Now I'm ſeated, | | 
I'it be treated 

Lixc the ſophy on is throne ; 
In my preſence e 
Scoundrel peatants 

Shall not call their ſouls their own. 
My bcieſt is, 
He who beſt is 

S kill'd, be ffx'd muſician chief; 

Ne'er the loſer 
Shall ſhew his noſe here, 

But be :ran{poited like a thief. 


o 


AIR 
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AIR XLIII. 

A pox of pother about this or that, 

Your ſhrieking or ſqueaking a ſharp or a flat; 

I'm ſharp by my bumpers, you're flat, maſter Pol; 
So here goes a ſet-to at toll de roll loll. 


When beauty her pack of poer lovers would 


hamper, | 
And after miſs Will o' the Wiſp the fools ſcamper, 
Ding dong, in fing ſong, they the lady extol; 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but— toll de roll lol! ? 


Mankind are a medley, —a chance-medley race; 
All ſtart in full cry to give dame Fortune chace. 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all, 
And luck's the beſt tune of life's toll de roll lol]. 


Tue _ pleaſe your worſhip, tis rather too 
long; 

I only meant life is but an old ſong. 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll, 

Where all act the ſcene of—toll loll de roll loll. 


AIR XIV. 
Ah, happy hours! how fleetin 
Yedanc'd on fools away, 4 
When, my ſoft vows repeating, 
At Daphne's feet I lay. 


But from her charms when ſunder d, 
As Midas' frowns preſage, 

Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. 


AIR 


— 


„ 


AIR XLV. To various tunes. 


Dunce, I did but ſham, 
For Apollo I am, 
God of muſic, and king of Parnaſs : 
Thy ſcurvy decree 
For Pan, againſt me, 


I reward with the ears of an aſs, 


H E 
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SONG I. 


£225 OW Phoebus ſinketh in the weſt, 
2% N :* Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
£ Midnight ſhout and revelry, 
& Tiply dance and jollity ; 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 

Rigour now is gone to bed, 

Ard Advice with ſcrup'lous head, 


Strict Age and four Severity, | 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie. 


CORG 1 -- 
Ey dimpled brook, and fountain brim, | 
The weod-nymp1s, deck'd with daites trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep: 


What has night to do with flecp? 


1 | Night 


( 134 ) 
Night has better ſweets to prove ; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens love: 
Come, let us our rites begin; 
'Tis only day-light that makes ſin. 


s oN G Mm. 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 

1 We follow ſweet variety; 

* By turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
| Love for ever on the wing. 


| Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
| Tranſports of the jovial ſoul ? 
No dull tinting hour we own ; 
Pleafure counts our time alone. 


| SONG IV. 
t Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away, 
| Wanton in the ſweets of May; 
| Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawn, 
| Lighter than the bounding fawn. 
Frolick, buxom, blithe and gay, 
| Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away. 


SONG V. 
By the gayly circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
By the hollow caſk are told, h 
How the waining night grows old. 


r "DEI 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play. 
What have we with day to do? 
Sons of care, twas made for you. 


SONG 


8 
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SONG VI. | 
Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt nymph, that liv' unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By flow me ander, margent 
Or in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee ber ſad ſong mourneth well, 


Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 


That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
O! if thou have 


Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 


Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parly, daughter of the ſphere; 
So may ſt thou be tranſlated to to the ſkies, 
And give reſounding grace to all heaven's har- 
monies. | 


| SONG VII. 
Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give; 


The bowl's fiolick joys let him teach her to prove, 


And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 

The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave ; 

Love and wine give, ye gods ! or take back what 
you gave. | 


CHORUS. 
Away, away, away, 
To Comus' court repair : 
There night out-ſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 


12 SONG 
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| SONG VIII. 

O beſt of joys the ſpotleſs mind can know 
To taſte its own ſecure delight ; 
Joys which ſtill from virtue flow, 

Radiant ſource of pleaſures bright ! 


"Tis hers, when dangers wild and fears alarm, 
To ſpread a fun-ſhine o'er the breaſt; 
Safe from perils, ſafe from harms, 
Virtue finds a peaceful reſt. 


SONG IX. 
Fame's an echo, prattling double, 
An empty, airy, glitt'ring bubble: 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it, 
The wiſe not worth their keeping think it. 


Why then, why ſuch toil and pain 
Fame's uncertain ſmile to gain? 
Like her ſiſter Fortune blind, 

To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her fayour find. 


SONG X. 


Would you taſte the noon-tide air? 
To yon fragrant hower repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough, 
'The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 


Down each fide a fountain flows, 

Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 

Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round. 


Round, 


] 
£ 
\ 
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Round, the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er funny hillocks, 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone: and in her arms 


Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſs'd, and bleſſing, you ſhall own 


The joys of love are joys alone. 


SONG XL. 
Live, and love, enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh ſorrow, bamiſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play, 
But youth's ſport begins to-day. 


From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let not ſcare-crow virtue fright. 
Here in pleaſure's vineyard we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree, 
Careleſs, airy, gay and free. 
SONG XII. 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here. 
No domeſtick jealous jars, 


- Buzzing flanders, wordy wars, 


In my preſence will appear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 


Sighs to amorous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 


Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 


Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 


Are the only tumults here, 

All the woes you need to fear ; 

Love and harmony reign here. 
13 
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A BALLAD. 
On every hill, in every grove, 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcicus ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, 5 
Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas d the browſing goats to ſpy, 

As o'er the airy ſteep they hung, 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now thro” the winding vale I paſs, | 
Ard ſigh to ſee the well-known ſhade : 
I weep, and kils.the bended graſs, | 
nere Love and Damon fondly play'd. 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. | 


From hull, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach tie faithleſs twain, 
Vet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


A BALLAD. 
The wanton god, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts : 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farcw:: 


tay 1 


Tf 
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6139) 

FParewel lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If I'm ſcorn d, becauſe enjoy d, 

Sure the ſqueamiſn fops are free 

To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 


J love them much, but more my eaſe : 
Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, 


Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


Why ſhould they e er give me pain, 
Who to give me joy difdain ? 

All I hope of mortal man, 

Is to iove me——whilft he can. 


 $O0NG XIII. 
Kor on beds of fading flowers, 
Shedding from their gaudy pride; 


Nor with ſwains in ſyren bowers, 


Will true pleaſure long reſide. 


On awful virtue's hill ſublime, 
Enthroned fits th' immortal fair; 


Who wins her height, muſt patient climb, 


The ſteps are peril, toil, and care; 


So from the firſt did Jove ordain, 


Eternal bkſs for tranſient pain. 


SONG XIV. 


Preach not me your muſty rules, 


Ve drones that mould in idle cell; 
The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 


If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can ſpare 
Io pals a ſingle pleaſure by; 
An hour is long, if loſt in care; 
They only hve, who life enjoy. 
1 SONG 


— oo 
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SONG XV. 
Ye fauns, and ye dryads, from hill, dale, and 
grove 
Trip, trip it along, conducted by love; ; 
Swift reſort to Comus gay court, | 
And in various meaſures ſhew love's various ſport. 


1-4 


Now "FEY and gayer, ye tinkling rings, ſound ; 

Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound. 

Now, now with quick feet, the — beat, beat, 
beat; 


Now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, &c. 


Now cold and denying, = 
Now kind and complying, 

Confenting, repenting, 

Diſdaining, complaining, 

Indifference now feigning. 


Again with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat. 


SONG XVI. 
By the ruſhy-franged bank, 5 
Where dwells — willow and the oſier dank, 
My ſliding chariot ſtays, 
Thick ſet with agat, and the azure ſheen 
Of Turkcois blue, and em'rald green, 
That in the channel ſtrays ; 
Whilſt from off the waters fleet 
Thus I ſet m printleſs feet 


Sees 


Oter the cowſlip's velvet head, To 
That bends not as I tread : ; ] 
4 am here. Inf 
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AIR I. 


H! how delightful the morning 
7 7 How ſweet are the _—_— it yields! 
S Summer luxuriant adorning 
The gardens, the groves, and the fields. 


Be grateful to the ſeaſon, 
Its pleaſures let's employ; 
Kind nature gives, = reaſon 
Permits us to enjoy. 


AIR II. 


To rob them of ſtrength, when wiſe nature thought 


fit 
By women to till do her duty, 
Inſtead of a ſword ſhe endu'd them with wit, 
And gave them a ſhield in their beauty. 


Sound, | 


( 142 ) 
Sound, ſound then the trumpet, both ſexes ts 
arms ! 
Our _ __ ' | 
We quickly ſhall ſee, er courage or charms 
Decide for the Helens or Hectors. 


AIR III. as 
'To tell you the truth, 
In the days of my youth, 
As mirth and nature bid, 
J lik'd a glaſs, 
And I lov'd a laſs, 
And I did as younkers did. 


But now I am old, 
With grief be it told, | 
I muſt thoſe freaks forbear ; 3 
At ſixty- three, 
Twixt you and me, 
A man grows worſe for wear. 


AIR IVV. 
Lounds, fir ! then I'll tell you without any jeſt, 
The thing of all things which I hate and detelt: : | 
A coxcomb, a fop, Pr 
A dainty milk- ſop, Bu 
Who, eſſenc d and dizen'd from bene to top, FE 
Looks juſt like a doll for a milliner's ſhop ; No 
A thing full of prate, 5 
And pride and conceit, 
All faſhion, no weight, 
Who ſhrugs and takes ſnuff, | 
And carries a muff; | e It n 
A minikin, 
Finikin, | 
French Derr Or] 
And now, fir, I — I've told you FEY 


AIR 


E 
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AIR v. 
When a man of faſhion condeſcends 


To herd among his country friends, 


They watch his looks, his motions; 
One booby gapes, another ſtares, | 
And all he ſays, does, eats, drinks, wears, 

Muſt ſuit their ruſtic notions. 


But as for this brutiſh old clown here, 
S'death ! why d1d I ever come down here ? 
The ſavage will now never quit me : 
Then a conſort to take, 
For my family's ſake, 
I'm in a fine jeopardy, ſplit me! 


AIR VI. 
Immortal powers, protect me, 
Aſſiſt, ſupport, direct me, 
Relieve a heart oppreſt. 
Ah! why this palpitation? 
Ceaſe, buſy perturbation, 
And let me, let me reft. 


AIR VIL 


I'm but a poor ſervant, tis true, ma am; 


But was I a lady like you, ma'am, 
In grief would I fit! the dickens a bit; 


No, faith, I would fearch the world thro', ma'am, 


To find what my liking could hit. 


Set in caſe a young man 
In my fancy there ran, | 
It might anger my friends and relations 
But if Ta a regard, | 
It ſhould go very hard, 
Or I'd follow my own inclinations. 
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AIR VIII. 
You aſk me in vain, * 
Of what ilis I complain, 
Where harbours the torment I find? 
In my head, in my heart, 
It invades ev'ry part, 
And ſubdues both my body and mind. 


Each effort I try, 
Ev'ry med'cine apply, 
The pangs of my foul to appeaſe ; 
But doom'd to endure, 
What I mean for a cure, 


Turns poiion, and feeds the diſeaſe. 


A1R IX. 3 
Ab! pr'ythee, ſpare me, deareſt creature 
How can you prompt me to ſo much ill- nature? 
Kneeling betore me, 
Should I hear him implore me, 
Could I acc::{e him, 
Could I refute him 
The boon he ſhould aſk ? 
Set not a lover the cruel taſk. 


TAS 


No. believe me, my dear, 
Was he now ſtanding here, 
In ipite oi my frights and alarms ; | 
I m1ght rate him, might ſcold him, 
But mould ſtill ſtrive to hold him, | | 7 
And ſink at laſt into his arms. * 


AIR X. 1 
Hope and fear alternate riſing, = 

Strive for empire o'cr my heart; 
Ev'ry peri! now deſpiſing, 

Now at ev'ry breath I ſtart, 


Teach, 


each " 
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Teach, ye learned ſages, teach me 
How to ſtem this beating tide : 
If you've any rules to reach me, 
Haſte, and be the weak one's guide. 


Thus our trial's at a diſtance, 

_ Wiſdom, ſcience, promiſe aid ; 

But in need of their aſſiſtance, 
We attempt to graſp a ſhade. 


| ATR XL. 
Yes, ſhe is fair, divinely fair, 
And ſofter than the balmy air 
That vernal Zephyr blows : 
Her cheeks tranſcend the roſe's bloom, 
And ſweeter is the rich 
Her ruby lips diſcloſe. 


Fly ſwift, oh love, and in her ear, 
Whiſper ſoft, her lover's near, 
Full of doubt, and full of fear; 
If my raſhneſs ſhould offend, 
 Intercede; We: 
My pardon plead, 


AIR XII. 
To be made in ſuch a pickle | 


Will you pleaſe to lead the way, fir? | 


of ©. 


No, but if you pleaſe you may, fir 
For do rl prod of oh , 


"a 
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Brother, no politeneſs ? Bleſs me! 
Will you not your hand beſtow 2? 
Lead the lady. 


Don't diſtreſs me: 
Dear Diana, let him go. 

Ma' am permit me, 

| Smoke the beau. 


Cruel, muſt I, can I bear ? 
Oh, adverſe ſtass ! 


O fate ſevere! 


| Befet, tormented, . 

Each hope prevented ! | 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 
Come, ma am, let me lead you. 
Nov, fir, I precede ou. 
Lovers muſt ill uſage bear. 

Oh adverſe ſtars! oh fate fevere ! 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


AIR XIII. 


Oh talk not to me of the wealth ſhe poſſefics, 
My hopes and my views to herſelf I eonfine ; 
The ſplendour of riches but ſlightly impretles 
A heart that is fraught with a paiſion like mine. 


By love, only love, ſhould our ſouls be cemented ; 
No int'reſt, no motive, but that would I own : 

With her in a cottage be bleſt and comented, 
And wretched without her, tho plac'd on a 


AIR XIV. - 


Indeed, forſooth, a etty youth, 
To y the — fool!!! 


At an age, methinks your rage 


ie, 
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Fe, let me go, fir. 


Kiſs me !——No, no, "i 
You pull me and ſhake me, 


| For what do you take me, 


This figure to make? | 
Fi have you to know 
Im not for your game, fir, 
Nor will I be tame, fr. 
Lord, have vou no ſhame, fir 
To tumble one fo? 


AIR XV. 
How ou vext the old fellow will be, 
When he finds you have ſnapt up his daughter! 
Bur ſhift as he will, leave — — to me, 
And I wartant you ſoon ſhall have caught her. 


What a plague and a pox, 
Shall an — fore, 
Prevent youth and beanty 

From doing their duty? 

He ought to be ſet in the ſtocks. 
He merits the law; 

And if we can't bite him, 

By gad we'll indite him; ; 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 


AIR XVI. 


Come then, pining, peeviſh lover, 


Tell me what to do aud ſay; 
From your doleful dumps recover, 
Smile, and it ſhall have its way. 


With their humours, thus to teize us, 
Men are ſure the ſtrangeſt elves ! 
Silly creatures, would you pleaſe us, 
ou ſhould ftill ſeem pleas d yourſelves. 
| K 2 AIR 
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AIR XVII. 

Hence with caution, hence with fear, 

Beauty prompts, and nought ſhall ſtay me; 
Boldly for that prize I ſteer, 

Rocks, nor winds, nor waves diſmay me. 


Yet, raſh lover, look behi ind, 1 
Think what evils may beride you; | 

Love and fortune both are blind, | 

And you have none elſe to guide you. 


- AIR XV III. 
J wonder, I fwear, | | « 
How women can bear 
A "Js that himſelf till admires ; 
ere puppets for play, 
ter mache, 
Without either ſoul or defires. 


One's pos'd in one's aim 
To give them a name, 
Things of ſuch equivocal growth ; 
| No maſter or miſs, 0 
But twixt that and this, 
Ridiculous copies of both ! 


AIR XIX. 

Ah! how weak is inclination ? 

Fain I would yet more explain ; 

But you ſee my agitition, 

And will you ſpare my tongue the pain? 


Help, and force, at once forſake me, 

On your kindneſs I depend, = 4 Y 
Since your wiſe you cannot make me, | 

Make, O make me, fir, you friend. 
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AIR XX. 
In Italy, Germany, France J have been, 
Where princes I've liv'd with, where monarchs 
I've ſeen; 
The great have careſe d me, 
The fair have addreſse' J me, 
Nay, ſmiles I have had from a queen. 


And now ſhall a pert, 
Inſignificant flirt, 
With inſolence uſe me, 
Preſume to. refuſe me? 
Ste fancies my pride will be hurt. 


But tout au contraire, 
I m pleas'd, I declare; 
Quite happy to think I eſcape from the ſnare. 
Serviteur, mam'ſclle ; my claim I withdraw. 


Hey! where are my people fal, lal, lal, lal, Ia. 


AIR XXI. 

Oh! ladies, lovely creatures, | 
Your wit, your ſhape, your features, 

Are all divine: 
But ſtill changing, feigning, 
The man who ſeeks your meaning, 
Goes out the ſea to fathom, 
| Without lead or line. 


Tour charms are Y SES dto pleaſe us, 
You ſpread the lure to ſeize us; 
And when we get 
Into the net, 


Why then you ver and teaze us 


| | " =, 
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AIR XXII. 
Go, and, on my truth relying, 
Comſort to your cares applying, 
Bid cach doubt and forrow flying, 


Leave to peace, and love your breaſt. 
Go, and may the pow'rs that hear us, 


Still, as kind protectors near us, 


Through our troubles ſafeiy Heer ue, 


To a port of joy and reſt. 


| AIR XXIII. 
O what a nigbt is here for love 
Cynthia brightly ſhining above; 
Among the trees, | 
To the hghing hreerze, 
Fountains tinkling, | 


Stars a twankling. 


O what a night is here for love ! 
So may the morn propitious proves 


And ſo it will, if right I gueſs; 
For foractimes light, 
As well as night, 
A lover's hopes mav bleſs. 
Farewel, my friend; 
ay gentle reſt 
Calm each tumult in your breaſt, 


Every pain and fear remove. 


What have I done? 
Where ſhall I run? 


With grief and ſhame at once opprek ! 


How my own upbraiding ſnun, 
Or meet my friend diſtreſt ? 


Hark 


x5 by 


i 4.-1S 
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Hark to Philomel, how ſweet ! 


tweet, 
O what a night is here for love! 
— — — th 
ni tne trees, 
Nor twinkling ftars, nor Gghing 
Nor murm'ring ſtreams, 
Nor Phao-bus' beams, 
Can charm, unleſs the heart's at eaſe. 


AIR XXIV, 
Ah! how cruel the reflection, 
Woman once to error led, 
Ev' ry eye wakes for deteftion, 
Ex'ry tongue the tale to ſpread. 


Vainly i — her fault ind h. 
By the poor, miſgui ir; 
That with caution had prevented, 
Penitence can ne er compare. 


AIR XXV. 
To fear a ſtranger, | 
_ © Behold the ſoldier arm; 
He knows no dan 
When honour — th' alarm; 
But dauntleſs goes, DE 
Among his foes, 
In Cupid's militia; 
So fearlets I iflue, 
And, as you ſee, 
Armed cap- a- pee, 
Rifolve on death or victory. 
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AIR XXVI. 
I wonder, I'm fure, why this fuſs ſhould he EY 
For my part, I'm neither aſham'd nor afraid 
Of what I have done, nor of what I have faid. 
A ſervant, I hope, is no ſlave; : 
And tho! to their ſhames, 
Some ladies call names, 
I know better how to behave. 
Times are not ſo bad, 
If occaſion I had, 
Nor my charafter ſuch L need ftarve ont: 
And for going away, 
J don't want to ſtay; 
And ſo, I'm your ladyſhip's zrvant. 


A IR XXVII. 
Bear, oh bear me, of a ſudden,” 
Some kind ſtroke of ſmiling chance, 
From this land of beef and — 
To dear Italy, or France. 


I'm fick to the ſou], 
Politicks and ſea-coal, OW 
Have given me the vapours ; | 
Their curſed news-papers, - 
Their mobbing, 
Stock-jobbing, 
Are horrors to me! 
I wiſh the whole iſland was funk in the ſea. 


AIR XXVITL. 
Girls like ſquirrels oft a 
In their cages p leas'd with flav . 
But, in fact, "Lis all but knav'ry, 
* thro' love than out of fear. 


FE” Y 


* 
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Only on their tricks relying, 
Let them out, their bonds unt ng, 
And you'll fee 4 4 plai 3 
Once there's nought their to hamper, 
—— they tight to | 
Never to return again. 


Would you manage laſſes rightly, 

You muſt watch them daily, nightly, 

Shut them cloſe, and hold them tightly; 
Neves looſe an inch of chain. 

Freedom run-aways will make 'em, 

And the devil can't o'ertake em. 


| AIR XXIX. 
Why with ſighs my heart is ſwelling ? 

Why with tears my eyes o'erflow ? 
Aik me not, tis paſt the ** 
M./ute involuntary woe. 


Who to winds and waves a ſtranger, 
Vent ' rous tempts th inconſtant ſeas, 
In each billow fancies danger, 
Shrinks at every ring breeze. 


A * XXX. 
When love gets into a youthful brain, 
Inſttuction is fruitleſs, and caution vain: :; 
Prudence may cry, do ſo; 
But if love ſays no, 
Poor Prudence may g 
With her vreacking 
And teaching, 
To Jericho. 


7 


* 
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fir, in old age, 
Tis not hard to be tage, 
And 'tis eaſy to point the way ; 
But do or ſay 
What we May, | 
Love and youth will have their day. 


O dry thoſe tears! like melted ore, 
Faſt dropping on my heart they fall; 


Think, think no more of me; no more, 


The mem'ry of paſt ſcencs recal. 


On a wild ſea of paſſion toſt; 
I ſplit upon the fatal ſhelf : 
Friendſhip and love at once arc loſt, 
And now I wiſh to Joſe myſelf. 


3 ATR XXXIL _ 

O bliſs unexpected! my joys overpayy'r me! 
My love, my Claritia, what.wards all I find! 

Remorle, deſperation, no longer devour me 
He bieſs'd us, and peace is reſtor d tomy mind. 

He bleſs'd us! O rapweret—like one I recover, 


Whom death had appall'8, without hope, with- 
out aid 


A moment depriv'd me of father and lover; 


A moment reſtores, and my pangs are repaid. 
Forſaken, abandon'd —— 
——— What folly, what blindneſs! 
We fortune accns'd ; 
-And the fates that decreed : 


But pain was inflicted by Heaven out of kindneſs, 


To heighten the joys that were doom'd to 
lucceed. | 


Our 


( uss ) | | 

Our day was o'ercalt; 1 
But brighter the ſcene is, 

| 


The ſky more ſerene i, hs 


AIR XXIXIII. 
Come then, all ye ſocial pow rs, 
Shed your influence o er us, 


Crown with bliſs the preſent hours, 
And lighten thoſe befare us. 


May the juſt, the gen'rous kind, 1 
Still ſee that you 'mz | 
And Lionels for ever find 
Clariſſas to reward em. 


Love, thy godhead I adore, 
Source of ſacred paſſion ; 
But will never bow before 
Thoſe idols, Wealth or Faſhion. 
May, like me, each maiden wiſe, 
From the fop defend her; . 
Learning, fenie, and virtue prize, 
And ſcorn the vain pretender. 


Why the plague ſhould men be fad, 
While in time we moulder ? 
Grave, or gay, or vex'd, or glad, 
We ev'ry day grow older. : | 

Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, ' 
Joy will quickly find us; | | | 

Drink, and laugh, and dance, and ſing, 
And caſt our cares behind us. 


How ſhall I eſcape ?—ſo naught, 
On filial laws to trample ; 
I'll e'en curtſey, own my fault, 


And plead papa's example. 


( 1% ) 
Parents, tis a hint to you, 4 
Children oft are ſhameleſs; | 
Oſt tranſgreſs—the thing's too true— 
But are you always ? * =} 


One word more before we go; 
Girls and boys, have patience : 

You to friends muſt ſomething owe, 

As well as to relations. 7-0 

Theſe kind gentlemen addreſs—— 
What tho we forgave 'em ? 

Still they muſt be unleſs 

' You lend a hand to fave em. 


a a 
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AIR I. 


18 to council Let me e » 
Hum to be, or not to be, 
60 A huſband, is the queſtion. 
A cuckold, muſt that follow ? 
Say what men- will, FM 
edlock's a pill, I a | 
Bitter to ſwallow, 3 2 | 
And hard of digeſtion. 4 N 
But fear makes the danger ſeem double. * 
Say, Hymen, what miſchief can — 
My peace, ſhould I venture to try you = 
y doors ſhall be lock's, 3 
My windows be block dj; = | 
No male in my houſe, | ® 
Not ſo much as a mouſe : on 


Then horns, horns, I defy you. 


AIR 


| 
| 


( 1358) 


A. IR II. 
I know the world, fir, tho' I ſay't; 
I'm cavtious and wiſe, | 
— they who ſu — 


22 ence 
ſit up late. 
— fear, ſir, 
Your ſafery's s here, fur 
Yes, yes, 
I'll anſwer for miſs. 
| Let me alone ; 
I warrant my care 
Shall weigh to a har 
As much as your own. 


| AIR II. 
Say, ittle, fooliſh, flutt'ring 
Whither, ah! whither, would m. wing 
Your airy flight? 
Stay here, and fing, 
Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 


Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go. 


Where, you wanton, could you be 
3 as with me? 


AIR Tv. 
By ſome I am told, 
That I'm 22 and old; 
+ But I will not believe what 
1 feel my bloog mounting =y * 
Like ſtreams in a fountain, 


That merrily ſparkle and play. 


For 
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For love IT have will, 
And ability 1]; 
Odfſbobs, I can ſcarcely refrain! 
My diamond, my pearl 
Well, be a good girl, 
Until I come to you again. 


AIR V. 
Was I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep, 


On yonder plains, a fleck of — | 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 


Or would fome bird that pity bripgs, 

Rut for a moment lend its wings, . 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold : 
heir words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpite of all away I'd fly. 


AIR VI. 
Yes, fe is fair, divinely fair, 
And ſotter than the balmy air, 
That vernal zephyr blows ;. 
Her cheeks tranſcend the roſe's bloom, 
And ſweeter is the rich perfume 
Her balmy tips diſcloſe. 


Fly f-ift, O love, and in her ear 
Whiſper ſoft, her lover's near, 
Pull of doubt, and full of fear. 
If my raſhneſs ſhould offend, 
Intercede, 
My pardon plead, 
Her angry brow unbend. 


AIR 
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AIR VII. 
Dear heart, what a terrible life am I led i 
A dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed. 
Night and day tis de fame, 
My is dere game; 
Me wi 232 


Whate er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where; 
Above and below, 
Sirrah come, ſirrah go, 
Do ſo, and do ſo. 
Oh! Oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


AIR VII. 
O thou, whoſe charms enſlave my heart 
In pity hear a youth complain. 


I muſt not hear—dear youth, depart— | 
I'm certain I have no deſert, | 
A gentleman like you to gain. 


Then do I ſeek your love in vain ? 
It is another's right. 
- And he, 


Diſtracting thought | muſt happy be, 
While I am doom'd to pain. 


Come round, young man, I've been to ty. 


And ſo have I. 
Tm ſure the wall is not too high. 
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If you pleaſe, _ 
You'll mount with exfe. 


Can you to aid my bliſs deny ? 
Shall it be b nh 
If you ſay no, 
I will not go. 


I muſt conſent, however loth : 
But whenever we defire, 
Make him promiſe to retire. 


By your eyes of heavenly blue ; 

By your lip's ambroſial dew ; 
Your cheeks, where roſe and lily blend; 
Your: voice, the muſic of the ſpheres—— 


Lord o'mercy, how be ſwears ! 
He makes my hairs 


All ſtand an end! 


Come, that's enough, aſcend, aſcend. 
Let's be happy while we may : 

Now the old one's far away, 1 
Laugh, and ſing, and dance, and play; 
Harmleſs pleaſure, why delay? 


| AIR IX. 
-When a woman's front is wrinkled, 
And her hairs are ſprinkled 
With grey, y, 
Lackaday 
How her lovers fall away! 


Like 
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Like faſhions paſt, 

Aſide ſhe's 's cal, 
No one reſpe& will pay 2 

Remember, 

Laſſes, remember, 
And while the fun ſhines make hay; 
Lou muſt not expect in December 

The flowers you gather d in May. 


AIR Xx.- 
| Let me, when my heart a ſinking, 
Hear de ſweet guittar a clinking : 
When a ſtring ſpeak, 
Such mooſic 2 make, 
Me ſoon am cur'd of tinking 
Wid de toot, toot, toot, 

Of a merry flute, 3 
And cymbalo, y 
And tymbalo, 

To boot. 
We dance and we fing, 
Till we make a houſe ring, 


Ard, tied in bis garters, old mails may forug, 


AIR XI. 
In vain you bid your captive live, 


While you the means of life deny ; : 
Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give 
To him who muſt without you die. 


Shut from the ſun's enliv ning beam, 
Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue; 
Its ſourœ dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 


Aud me exiſt depriv'd of you. 
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AIR XII. 
Oh me, oh me, what ſhall we do 
The favit is all along of you : 
You brought him in, why did you o ? 
"T'was not by my deſire, you- now. 


We have but too much cauſe to fear 
My guardian, when he comes to hear 
We've had a man with us, wall kill 
Me, you, and all ; indeed he will. 
No penitence will pard'n procure ; 
He'll kill ns every foul, I'm fare. 


AIR XIII. 
O wherefore this terrible flurry ? 
My ſpirits are all in a hurry! 
And abore and below, 
From my top to my toe, 
Are running about hurry ſcurry. 


My heart in my boſom a bumping, 
Goes thumping, | 
And jumping, 
And thumping : 


Is't a ſpectre I fee ? 
Hence, vaniſh, zh me! 
My ſenſes deceive me, 
Soon reaſon will leave me: 
What a wretch am I deſtin'd to be 


A TI R 
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AIR xxv. WR 2 - 
Then muſt I go? | nf — 
Ves, good ſir, yes. 8 N 
| 
A parting kiſs! „ | | = 
| No, good fir, no. 5 
| Pe 
| It muſt be ſo. | ; M 
| By this, and this, — 0 
I Here I could for ever grow : . By 
| 'Tis more than mortal bliſs ! | Re 
=. £2 I 
; Well now, good night ; Soc 
1 Pray, eaſe our fright. Wi 
3 | _ Yow're very bold, fir L 
| Let looſe your hold, fir 3 * An 
5 I think you want to ſcare me quite. If 1 
88 1 8 Me 
Oh, fortune s ſpight ! 2, = 
n 
| | Good night, good ni | Wi 
| Hark ! the — ring _ 's bell g But 
Tolls, the veſper hour to tell. He 
; The clock now chimes ; 
8 A thouſand times, 


A thouſand tunes farewell! - 


| AIR 
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A 1 R XV. : w f 
Go forge me fetters that ſhall bind 
The rage of the tempeſtuous wind; 
Sound with a necyle full of thread, 
The depth of ocean's ſteepy bed; 
Snap like a twig the oak's tough tree, 
Quench tna with a cup of tea; 
In theſe manceuvres ſhew your (kill, 
Then hold a woman, if you will. 


Permit me to put in a word; _. 
My maſter here is quite abſurd. 

*Fhat men ſhould rule our ſex is meet, 
But art, not force, muſt do the feat. 
Remember what the fable ſays, 


Where the ſun's warm and melting rays, 


Soon bring about what wind ard rain, 
With all their fuſs, attempt in vain. 


And, maſla, be not angry, ö 
If neger man a word ould fay : 
Me have a fable pat as ſhe, 

Which wid dis matter will agree. 
An owl once took it in his head, 
Wid ſome young pretty bird to wed ; 
But when his worihip came to woo, 
He could get none but de cuckoo. 


Ye youth fele&, who with to raſte 
The joys of wedlock pure and chaſte, 


Nec'er let the miſtreſs and the friend, 


In abjc& ſlave and tyrant end. 
While each with tender paſſion burns, 
Aſcend the throne of rule by turns, 
And plaee (to love, to virtue juſt) 
Security in mutual truſt. 


RY 


( 166 ) 7 


| To ſum up all you now have heard, 

| Young men, and old, peruſe the bard ; 
| A female truſted to your care, 

His rule is pithy, ſhort, and clear. 

Be to her faults a little blind, 

Be to her virtues very kind; 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 

And clap your padlock on her migd. 


— 


AIR I. 
HAT is knowledge, and beauty, and 
er? ; 


Or on is my magical art? 
Can I for a day, for an hour, 
Have beauty to make the youth kind, 
Have pow'r o'er his mind, 
Or knowledge to warm his cold heart ? 
O! no—a — all my magic diſarms, 
And I ſigh all the day with my pow'r and my 
charms. 


AIR H. 


| Hither, all my ſpirits, bend, 


With your magic powers attend, 
Chace the mjits that cloud his mind ; 

Muſic melt the frozen boy, 

Raiſe his foul to love and juy ; 


Dulneſs makes the heart unkind. 
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of why will you call me again 2 F 0 

*Tis in vain, *tis in vain 3 
5 The pow'rs of a god _ 
. Cannot quicken this clod, / 


Alas!—it is labour in vain. 


; O! Venus, m my mother, ſome new object give her; 


This blunts my arrows, and empties my quire, 
AIX IV. 
You gave me, laſt week, a young linnet, 


Shut up in a fine golden cage 
Yet how fad the poor thing was within it! 
Oh how did it flutter and rage ! 


Then he mop'd, and he pin'd, 
That his wings were confin'd, | 
Till I open'd the door of his den; | - | . 
Then ſo merry was he, | 
And becauſe he was free, | | ( 
He came to his cage back again. h 


h liberty, ml 3 ery 25 | 
O dear E 
Nothing's like thee ; * | | | 
do merry are we, 
My linnet and TI, 
From priſon we've free, 
Any" will fly 
To liberty — 
Dear h y liberty 
Nothing's | 0} 


AIR 


2s ) f 
AIR VL. 
Care flies from the lad th is merry, 

rr thn © 


And checks are as round, 
A®round and as red as a cherry. 


= 
—— — — 
—— em 


— — - 
— — — 


21 AIR vu. 


„ 


| 


I laugh and fin 
I am — ing, = 
T be rogue's little ſting 
It can never reach me: 
| For with fal, la, la, lz! 
And ha, ha, ba, ha? 
It can never reach me. 


My ſkin is ſo 
Or fo blinking is he, 
- He can't pierce my buff, 
Or he miſſes poor me. 
For with fal, la, la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
He miſſes poor me. 


O, never be dull 
By the ſad willow tree : 
Of mirth be brim full, 
And run over like me. 
For with fal, - la, la! 
And ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Run 1 me. 


— òwGmw²m .. —«ðñ — 


— — — — -—- — *— 
. - — — 


— — . ]⏑—⏑— —  o— —  — 
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AIR vil. 
ſ This love puts them all in commotion ; 
\ N ge Fg 


Here for ever could I gaze! 


ſtill near it, 
La kuk, * 
I can neither ſtay nor go: 
Can't it, 1 4 
Dare not wake it; | 
Shall 1 wack it ?— No, no, vo? 


AIR KE-. 5 7 
Yet awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me, | 

Fold me in thy downy arms, . | | 
Let not care awake to grieve me, ig 8 


Lull it with thy 3 


I, a turtle, doom'd to tray, 


| itting young the parent's neſt, 
Tia each bird a bird of prey; 


Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 44T-: R 
. 
Take this nolegay, Nn nch. 1:69 abs 1 
And you, ſweet maid, take mine. 12 | ; 
Unlike theſe flowers be thy fair truth. 
Unlike theſe flowers be thine. Th 


> 


P. 


C272, 5 
These changing ſoon, - 
Will ſoon wat ; 
Be ſweet till noon, 
Then paſs away. 
Fair for a time their - charms appear; 
But 2 ſhall blocs for erer here. (> 


F AIR XI. 
What exquiſite pleaſure! 
This ſweet treaſure, 

From me they hall never 
Sever. | 


In thee, in thee 
My charmer I ſee; 
T'll Cp, and careſs thee, 
I'll kits thee, and preſs thee, 
Thins Wit ˙ . 


wi AIR XII. 3 91 
Hence every hope, and every fear! FI 
Awake, awake, my power and pride; 
Let jealouſy, ſtern jealouſy appear, It 
With vengeance at her — 


* 


| Who ſcorns my charms, my power - hall prone. 


Revenge fuceteds to flighted-love ! 
Revenge!—But ch, my ſighing hing heart 
With rebel love takes 
Now pants again with all hes fears, 
And drowns * i wars. hogs 


AI R XIV. 

Theſe flowers, like our hearts, are "united 3 in one, 
OR On that PRE TOE 
ne 


1 " 


C3 
So well are they blended, * 
There ſprings from their union > vapor ight. 
Nor — nor weed here, our paſſion to warm; 
But. ſweet without briar, * e without thorn. 


AI R . 
O why ſhould we forrow, never knew fin ? 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our raptures within. 
This Love has ſo rais'd me, I now tread in air: 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 


Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain ; 
Each ſhepherd puriues me, but all is in vain. 

No more will I ſorrow, no longer deſpair ; 

He's fure ſent from heav'n * 


AIR XVI. 
Wben I were young, tho now am old, 
The men were kind and true; 

But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do ? 
Now what can a Woman do: 
For men are, truly, | 
So unruly, 
I trencble at — 


When I were fare, 86080 5 
o hearts were to rove; 
Our — — 
ut all was faith and love. 


Now what can a women do ? 


IR 


- ( 73 ) 


f the whiſpers 3 3 

1 be he ever ſo wiſe, / 

Tho' great and important his truſt is, 2 

His is unſteady, a pair of — 
— Adore nn 


If his paſſions are uses, his judgment bon. 


For n ; | 
And — when near 2 dimple 
- 


Tho' he ought to be blind, wil be pooping. 


F du if 2 5 | 
rem t 
And ** his flocks to feed, ws 


The wolf will ſeize the barmleſs prey, 


And innocence will bleed. 


In me a harmleſs lanib behold, * 
with ev'ry fear ; 


0 — good ſhepherd, * your * 


For wicked wolves are near. 


AIR XIX. 
Gag derry, derry, 
he day is our own; 
Be wiſe and be.merry, 
Let ſorrow alone; 
Alter your tone 


To high derry, derry, 
Be wi and be merry 


1 AIR 


| WE 
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AIR XX. 


While mortals chann their cares in Geep, 
And demons howl below, 
nda calls us from the deep: 
by ye ſons of wee! 
* buſy, 9 Ke 
Which draw from mortal breaſts | groom, 
And — tne 


AIR XXL. 


When peace here was reigning, 
And love without Wajling, , 
— care or complaining, 
——_— diſdaining, 
his was my way: 
With my pipe and my tabor 
T laugh down the day, 
Nor envy d the joys of a —_—_— 


hy py 4,30 


Now ſad transformation 

= Runs thro the whole nation; "% 
| Peace, love, recreation, T 
All chang'd to vexation ; | | Y 
| This, this is my way, RP, _—— 
; With my pipe and my tabor | v 

I laugh down the day, f 
ns pity the cares of my ae, 


| B 


In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove; 


From you that is froſt-nip'd no raptures can 


- 


( 375 ) 


AIR XXII. 
Tax my tongue! it is a ſhame : 


Merlin, fave, is much to blame, 


Not to let it ſowetly flow. . 
Yet the favours of the great, : 
And the filly maiden's fate, 
Often follow, yes or no. 
Lack-a-day, 


Poor Feima! 
Stinted fo, 
To yes or no. 
Should I want to talk and chat, 
Tell Urganda this or that, | 
How ſhall I about it go? 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will, 
I muſt keep my clapper till, - 
Striking only yes or no. 
Lack- a-day, 1 
Poor Fatima! 
Stinted fo, 
To yes or no. 
AIR XXII. 


This cold flinty heart it is you who have warm'd, 1 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm d. iF 


What's life without paſſion——ſweet paſſion of 


love? 


The froſt mps the bud, and the roſe cannot blow ; 


v: | 
Elyſium to him but a deſert will prove; 


What's life without paſſion——fweet paſſion of I 


love? 


The 
. { 


— 


1 | * 
6176 ) 
The firing feuds be warm, the young ſeaſon be 


Her birds * her flowrets make blthſome fie | 


May : 
bre n thro the 


AIR XXIV, 


Come on, come on, 
A thouſand to one, 
I dare you tg come on. 
Thoꝰ unprattis'd ard young, 
Love has made me ſtout and irong ; 
Has given me a charm, 
Will not ſuffer me to fall ; 
Has ſteel'd my heart, and nery'd * arm, 


To guard my precious all. 


AIR xxv. 


| r e 
2 

10 pieces ſhall tear me, 

Boks, I'll forſake her 

Tho' faſt bound in a ſpell 

By Urganda and hell, 

I'll burſt thro? their charms, 

Seize my fair in my. arms ; 

I ben my valour ſhall prove, 

No magic like — like virtue and love! 


AIR 


dz 28 


T 
N 
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( 177 ) 
| -ATR XXVI. 

Tho Rill of raging winds the ſport, | 
Ny NT IEEINSe port 3 
| Reven „ ſteers her way. 

Mo cus „ . 
The eagle in her gripe has ſeiz d the dove, 
| | AIR XVVII. 
Thoꝰ various deaths ſurround me, 


I have a ſure defence, 

"Tis innocence, 

That heav'vly right, | 
To fmile on guilty power! 


AIR Xxvia. 
Fach ſhepherd again ſhall be conſtant and kind, 
And ev'ry ſtray d heart ſhall each ſhepherdeſs find. 


If faithful our ſhepherds, we always are true; 
Our truth and our falſchaod we borrow from you. 


- CHORUS. 
Happy Arcadians, ftill ſhall be; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free. 


Let thoſe, who the ſ word and the balance muſt 


hold a | 
To int'reſt be blind, and to beauty be cold. 
When juſtice has eyes, her integrity fails, 
ſcales. | 
CHORUS. 


Her ſword becomes blunted, and down drop her 


=. 
.CHORU'S. 
Happy Arcadians, ſtill hall be: 
Ever be bappy while virtuous and free. 


The bliſs of your heart no rude care ſhall moleſt, 
While innocent mirth is your boſom's ſweet gueſt ; 
Of that happy pair let us worthy be ſeen, 
Love honour, and copy your king and your queen. 
'CHORUS. | 
Happy Arcadians, ftill ſhall be; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free. 


Let love, peace, and joy ill be ſeen hand in hand, 
To dance on this turf, and again bleſs the land. 


Love 2 Hymen of bleſſings have open d their 
re; | . | 

For Cymon with Sylvia can wiſh nothing more. 
Love 3 


For Cymon with Sylvia 
For Sylvia with Cymon 


144-4 B2MDRS 6 
Happy Arcadians, ftill ſhall be ; 
Ever be happy while virtuous and free. 


Jean wiſh nothing more; 


oh. FAVOURITE 


| That marks ny paſſage, points the gale, 


FAVOURITE SONGS 


SUNG BY 
Miſs CATLEY, Mr. TENDUCCI, ' = 
Mr. PERETTI, and Oruzxs. „ 
'$ONG I. 
AIN is bea dy flow'r, 
LETT — 72 + gandy flow i 
Ne e, 
> $ vain t k 1 
EE x ' Is the pride of buman wt, 7 1 


3 2 ſhade. 


SONG U. x 4 
Vent'rons, lo ! I ſpread the fail, '# 
Steering where patriot Virtue guides; 


And pilot at my helm preſides. 


wo ſedfaſt heart T quit the ſhore, 
—_— — — 


rere 28 


S0 


3 — — — — — . 
— 
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SONG II. 


Gentle h, O tell mg 

Tears bag” ſtarting from = 
When each night from you I part, 
Why the tigh that rende my heart ? 
Centle youth, O teil me true, 25 
If it is the ſame with you? 


Tall me, when ſharp pains I feel, 
Pungent as the wounds of ſteel, 
When love pierces to the heart, 
Whr I bleſs the pointed dart? 
Gentle youth, O tell me true, 

If it is the fame with you ? 


Tell me, when th' appointed hour 
Calls me to the ſecret bow'r, 
Bluſhing, trembling, why I run, 
Earlier than the riſing, fun ? 

Gentle youth, O tell me true, 


If it is the fame with you ? 


| SONG IV. 
O, Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 


Thy preſence cgpld caſe me, when nothing can 


pleaſe me 


Now dowie I figh on the bank of the hurn, 
Or thro the wood, taddie, untif thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 


clear, 


While lav rocks are ſinging, and primroſes ſpring- 


ing, | 3 
Fet nane of thers pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 


When thro' the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


SLE Ee — 


Shu 


_ ( 1 ) 
That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell; 


Im faſh'd with their ſcorning, baith evening and 


morning : 


| Their jeering goes oft to my heart wi' a knell, 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae longer away, 

But, quick as an arrow, haſte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in languor till that happy day, | 

When thro' the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing, 
and play. | 


SONG V. 
Sweet are the pleaſures, 
Rich are the treaſures, 
That ſucceed to pain and care! 
So tempeſts ending, 
| Phoebus aſcending, 
Riſes doubly bright and fair. 


Think war a trouble, 
Think fame a bubble, 
Shun, ah! ſhun the flattring chace ; 
_ Time's ſtill deſtroying, 
Without enjoying ; 
Virtue alone is worthy your embrace. 


SONG VI. 


Give to joy the gliding day, 


Drive dull care and thought away, 
Seize the pleaſures on the wing, 
Pleaſure knows no ſecond ſpring. 
What is life without-enjoying ? 
Toil and trouble, ſtill annoying. 


( ua } 
Weave the light fantaſtic meaſures, 
Hail the ſparkling blue-ey'd pleafures ; 
Live to-day, and baniſh forrow, 


Mortals, think not of to-morrow. 


RECITATIVE. 
„a 
e implore | 3 
To — the — band 
Of true virgin here diſtreſs d, 
Throꝰ the force, and thro' the wile, 
Of unbleſs d enchanter vile. | 


SONG VII. 
From grov'ling care and low deſire, 
Mortals, bid your thoughts aſpire; 
Scorn ambition, wealth, and pow'r, 
Glitt'ring phantoms of an hour! 


See the radiant realms of light 
Shine with dazzling glories bright. 
Virtue points the bliſGFul road, 
Guides you to the bleſs d abode. 


SONG VII. 
What heart but owns fair virtue's pow'r ? 
Checring ftil! each dark diſtreſs, 
She wings with peace the morta] hour, 
And crowns our wiſhes with ſucceſs. 


Not ſweet ſummer's purple treaſures, 
Lending :ragrance to the year, 
Vield ſuch bright, ſuch bliſsful pleaſures, 
As when virtue's charms appear. SIT 
| | Da Capo, What, &, 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 
Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, 
Exalt the Td voice 3 
Vice in confuſion flies, 
And virtue gains the prize. 
SONG IX. 
| Sabrina fair, | 
| Liſten where thou art fitting 
Under the glaſſy, cool, tranſlucent wave, 
In twiſted braids of lilies knitting 
The looſe train of thy amber-dropping hair ; 
Liſten, for dear honour's ſake, 
Goddeſs of the filver Jake, 
Liſten and ſave. 


DUETTO. 
Propitious pow'r, 
Fron. coral bow'r, 
Oh! haſte to aid 
Th impriſon'd maid. 


My throne I leave, 

The fair to ſave 
From fatal harms, 

And magic chaums. 


From realms of light 

We urge our flight, 

To ſuccour, bleſs, 
And aid diſtreſs. 


M 2 — 7 7” 


N — 
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SONG X. Belleiſle March; or, the Review. 


All hail to the king, 
That in youth's early ſpring, 
Such a promiſe of glory dilplays ; 

May his race ſtil] extend, 

Freedom's cauſe to defend, 


And the fame of old England to raiſe. 


May our Edwards of old, 

And our Harrys ſo bold, 
In his iſſue again be renew'd ; 

That our ſons on the main 

May their empire maintain, 
And commerce be in ſafety purtu'd. 


With many a ſcar, 
Behold, from the war, 
The brave legions of Britain advance: 
From Minden they come, 
Swell the fife, beat the drum, 
From Minden, the terror of France. 
See the brave hardy crew, 
As they paſs in review, 
How they (mile on the king's royal train; 
When theſe, their looks ſay, 
Call us forth, we obey, 
And we'll fight all our battles again. 


From the eaſt to the weſt, 

Britiſh valour confeſt, | 
Standeth firſt on the records of fame; 

Let Williamſdorf plain, | 

And the borders of Spain, | 
Britiſh faith, Britiſh courage proclaim. 


From 


( "5s ) 
From the dangerous ſword 
Of oppreſſion reftor'd, | 
Fair Freedom again ſhall diſplay 
In ſafety her wings, 
For protection, while kings 
Grateful homage to Britain ſhall pay. 


The feats that were done 
By Philip's mad ſon, | 
Were but trifles to glories like theſe ; 
For ambition he fought, 
And the luſt only fought, 
Of his blood-thirty rage to appeaſe ; 
But Britons, more brave, 
Draw the ſword but to fave 
From ſuch tyrants the right of mankind ; 
And the weapon again, 
When their end they obtain, 
Is in peace to the ſcabbard conſign d. 


A full flowing glaſs, 
Now to Granby we'll paſs, 
And to each valiant leader beſide ; 
Nor forget the brave crew, 
That with hearts firm and true, 
For their country all dangers defy'd : 
Let the drum beat a charge, 
And the nation at large, | | 
Rend the wide-vaulted ſky with their ſong, 
Till Echo the ſound | 
From her grotto rebound, 


And the loud gratulation prolong. 


SONG 


Cy 
SONG XI. May-Eve, or Kate of Aberdeen. 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam 
| Steals ſoftly thro* the night, 

To wanton with the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light; 
To courts begone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 

Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 


Whilſt 1 May's watchful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


e 
The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
. And gives the promis d May. 
The nymphs and fwains ſhall all declare, 
| The promis d May—when ſeen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half fo fair, 
þ As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouſe yon nodding grove, | 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: | 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new dreſs d green; 
Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. | 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves diſportive play, 
The feſtal lance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their lovre- m d lay: | 
Till May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen, 
= The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


8 D n 
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SONG XII. Sung in the character of Sir 
Callaghan O'Brallaghan, in the pantomime of 
the Humours of Dublin. 

0 Tune, Shawn Bwee. 

He that thinks the attack of an Iriſhman ſlack, 
Lord help him, but little be knows us: 

The fair and the ſoe, oh ! we lay their heads low, 
If in love or in fight they oppoſe us: 

For in all kinds of wars, or of Cupid or Mars, 
Our courage ard weapons are readv; 

True to the back bone, we give them their own, 

Dur motto is, Willing and fteadv. | 
With 8 alloo, bow wow wow, 
0 = : 


SONG XII. The Four Miſſes. 
Tune, Balance a Siraw. | 
To think on one's follies ſometimes is but right, 
And reflection is good, tho' there's nothing got 
FE —£o ek FTA | 
How many ways mortals purſue after bliſs! l 
But ſtill the genteeleſt is keeping a miſs. | 
The prudent are conſtant to one and no more, q 
But I, like a blockhead, muſt dabble with four; 9 
T'll tell you their names, tho* you'll call me a | 


3 rake 15 | 
Mie Fortune, Miſs Conduct, Miſs Chance, and | 
Miſs Take. 5 


\ 


Four jilts ſo deſtructive, four brimſtones ſo bad, | 
By Jove, were ſufficient to drive a man mad : | 
Tho' jealouſy oft make the fair diſagree, 1 
Yet theſe all united in kindneis for me; | | 
Jn life's wanton paths they ſeduc'd me to ftray, 1 
And ſeem'd to ſpread flow'rs of delight in my 


8 M 4 So 


1 3 . 1 
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So ſimple was I, I'd have dy'd for the fake 


Of Miſs Fortune, Miſs Conduct, Miſs Chance, 
and Miſs Take. 


At length fair Diſcretion, with Reaſon combin'd, 


Thus whifſper'd advice, and it dwelt on my mind: 
% You've ſurely not got em for better for worſe ; 
«© Get at once into buſineſs, you'll get a divorce.” 
IT thought twas my duty to part with 'em too, 
Becauſe they ſo long had detain'd me from you: 
And now, do but buy, and I'll ever forſake 
Miſs Fortune, Miſs Conduct, Miſs Chance, and 
Mifs Take. 


SONG XIV. Sung by Sir Callaghan 
O'Brallaghan in Love-a-la-mode. 
| Tune, Fire away Caſey. 
Who ever did hear of an Iriſhman's fear, 
In love or in battle, in love or in battle? 


| They are always on duty, and ready for beauty, 


Tho' cannons do rattle, tho* cannons do rattle. 


By day and by night they love and they fight ; 
They're honour's defender, they're honour's de- 
fender : 
The foe and the fair, they always take care 
To my them ſufrender, to make them ſur- 
render. | 


| SONG XV. Sung by the ſame. 

Let other men ſing of their goddeſſes bright, 
'That darken the day and 14 — the night; 

J fing of a woman, of ſuch fleſh and blood, 
That a touch of her finger would do your heart 


With my fal derol, derol, &c. 


= 
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| | Ten times in aday to my charmer I come, | 
To tell — my paſſion but can t. I'm ſtruck 
umb: 


For Cupid he ſeizes my heart with ſurpriſe, | 
And my tongue falls aſleep at the fight of her 1 
han 5 
Vour little dog Pompey's my rival, I ſee; 
You kiſs him, and hug him, but frown upon me. 
Then pr'ythee, dear Charlotte, abuſe not your 


d _ charms; 


Inſtead of your lap-dog, take me to your arms. 


| SONG XVI. Sung by Venus in the Dargle. 
How happy, how happy, how happy are we, 
Now Cupid and Hymen in concert agree ! 
We ſrevel all day in ſport and delight, 
And Hymen and Cupid ſhall govern the night. 


— 
4 


SONG XVII. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 3 
; Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
=Y Since pleaſure's in faſhion, and life but a jeſt, = 
In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt ; | 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, * 
a - | Arraign my opinion, my morals revile; 
| While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll keep up the chorus cf ha—ha—ha—ha. 


: —— — —ͤ— — ᷑ʒꝓ —ñ—P — — 
—— — 


Pctermin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of foul : 
If care or ill- nature ſhould come in my reach, 
art And, foaming with rage, like a Methodiſt preach ; 
| While I know that my boſom is free from a Haw, 
I'l trip up their heels, and cry ha—ha—ha—ha. 


= 


ren 


| 
| 
| 
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( 190 ) = 
To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance. 
Mirth, play thou the fiddle, I'll warrant Pll 
Rl dance : | 
wo ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 
If Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there; 
She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 
Wil join the ſweet tune of love's ha—ha—ha—ha. 


Fii laugh thro* the world, in defi-nce of ſtrife ; 

For laughter's an oil to the fallad of life: 

I'll make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 

Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a tafte. 
Then, friends, while your boſoms are free from a 


aw, 
Swell round the gay chorus of ha—ha—ha—ta. 


SONG XVIII. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
Like a wood-nymph in form, and Diana in mind, 
To rural delights lovely Daphne inclin'd ; 
gequeſter d from man, from the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains, and meadows, could only in- 
vite. 
How ſtrange that a virgin, ſo modell'd for love, 
Should thus frown averſe, and its joys diſapprove, 
And vow ſhe would never be married. 


When Sol drove his chariot thro' morn's golden 
ate, | 
Or We clad in purple, the ſun ſat in ſtate; 
With exerciſe grac d, ſhe'd aſcend the tall hill, 
And, looking a goddeſs, trace nature's vaſt ſkill ; 
By innocence guarded, contented and free, 
Ten homeward the'd ſing, O how happy are we, 
| That never, that never were married 


But 


4 


„ 
But once, as the charmer her pleaſure began, 
A ſatyr in mind, tho' in form he was man, 


Surpris'd her alone —and began to be rude, 


Till Strephon advanc'd, and the monſter ſubdu'd: 
Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 


And ſhe ſaid to herſelf.— (but the hint was from 


love) 


Methinks I could like to be married. 
Then Strephon, who lov'd the dear creature be- 


fore | 
Bis paſſion avow'd—could the ſhepherd do more ? 


Ves, he could—and he did—but what? you will 


my: | 
Why, he led her to church——and not led her 
aſtray. | | 
Now friendſhip and love all their pleaſures pro- 
long . 
She ſings like a wood lark, and this is her ſong, 
I'm glad to my heait that I'm married. 


SONG XIX. Sung by Miſs Brent, at 
5 Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
T'other day, as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade, 

Young 3 came whiſtling along, 
I trembied—I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 


Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! what a flutter is here! 


Young Damon. deſigns you no ill; 
The ſhepherd's ſo civil, you've nothing to fear, 
Then priythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and kneel'd down at my 


feet; — 


- 


One kits ne demanded—no more? | 
But urg d the ſoft preſſure with ardor ſo ſweet, 


I could not begrudge him a ſcore. 15 
e q My 


( 192 }) 

My lambkin I've kiſs d, and no change ever found, 
Many times, as we play'd on the hill; 

But wean 'y dear lips made my heart gallop 

round, 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ftill. 


| When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade 

For ſhelter I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith, I'm no lenger afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will ; | 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 

II die ere I bid it lie till. 


SONG XX. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
> Vauxhall. Gardens. 
Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me 
From morning till night I could never be free; 


The charms of young Phillis in my head 
I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I a” myſelf dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, 
She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face ; 
. Yet till I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix d, nor could end but with life. 


I I found all the offers I made her of love 
roduc'd no effect, nor affection would move; 
So ſchem'd a contrivance, her paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolv d or to conquer or die. 


Twas ſpread round the village I courted young 


| Prue, | 
And Phillis had left, her own ſchemes to purſue ; 
* This 8 my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more 
And vow'd to be true, if I'd not change my mind. 
| 2 | I catch d 


Fd 
* ot 
__ + 


T catch'd the occaſion, and ſent for a prieſt, 
For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt : 
From hence learn, ye virgins, be bleſt if you can, 
And never refuſe the ſincere honeſt man. 


SONG XXI. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. | 


Laſt week in the grove 
I met with my love, 
Who haſtily bid me be gone: 
I aſk'd for a kiſs, 
She took it amiſs ; 
Her anſwer was, Let me alone.” 


Fy, fy. Phillis, fy, | wo 
What makes you ſo ſhy? 
I anſwer' d in more tone : 

But till ſhe reply'd, 

« Yeu be deny'd, 
& So leave m d let me alone.” 


« know that you men 
Are falſe, nine in ten, 
Re | cc ] never reflected till now: 
"I © No longer purſue, 
. „„ But ceaſe to ſubdue ; * | 
| © You ſhall not deceive me, I vow." * 


J told her, for life 8 : J 
I'd make her my wiſe, 
And ſwore to be true o'er and o'er, 
That I'd virtue and youth, 
ng | Love, honour, and truth, 
And what could ſhe wiſh to have more ? 


W.: - 


ave | « If 


( 194 ) 
Tf that's your intent, 


« I give my conſent ;” 


She cry'd, © to the prieſt let's be gone. 


I led her away, 


She's happy and gay 
Nor longer cries, ** Let me alone.” 


SONG XXII. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 


Vauxhall-Gardens. 
In days of yore, when on the plain 
Queen Mab, with all her Fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light, 
If e er our grandames did amiſa, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


Was lady Mary ever known 
To toy with Celadon alone; 
Did avarice her boſom fill 


With paſſion ſtrong for dear quadrille; 


Or did her heart for dancing beat; 
J hen bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


If once too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort betore, 

Or if, to catch the gazer's fight, 

She us'd the arts of red and white ; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew, 

Were ſure to pinch her black and blue. 


But far more happy days we fix, 
The Britiſh dames of fixty-fix 
Are not afraid of rigid elves, 


They know no guardians but themſelves ; 


The tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


PO "OR mY ” © 1 


( gs ) 

Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 

And ev'ry one is pleaſure mad, 

This method I ſhould think the beſt. 

To keep a Fairy in your breaſt, 

Who ne'er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far, 


SONG XXIII. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
By the ſky-lark awak'd to the ſweets of the morn, 
From the bud of the roſe to the bloſſoming thorn, 
Thro' the copſcs, the meadows, the vallies I ſtray, 
And all nature Jooks warmly to welcome the May. 


All, all except Jane, the fair plague of my heart, 
Inſenſible the ' both to nature and art; 

In vain chaunt the warblers of ev'ry green ſpray, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


rr eee ir a. 


—— 


In vain of the ſofter ideas I preach, 

In vain would I leſſons of harmony teach; 

She heeds not thruſh, linnet, or nightingale's lay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


In vain do the ſhepherds and milk-maids advance, 
In vain is the ſong, the pipe, tabor, and dance; 
In van are the fields all enamell'd and gay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


ED è !!! em vWA 
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What pity a gem of ſuch luſtre ſhould be 
Encruſted by pride to ſuch a degree 

O love! let her feel what I ſuffcr one day, 

Fre ſhe finds it too late for to welcome the May. 


* 


SONG. 


( 96 ) 
SONG XXIV. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
: Vauxhall-Gardens. g 
Ere Phœbus ſhall peep on the freſh budding 
flow'r, | 
Or blue-bells are robb'd of the dew, 
Sleep on, my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There roſes and jes'mine each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle to copy thy hue ; | | 
The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
How faint its reſemblance of you! - 


Wich fweets of thy breath the hedge · vi let ſhall vie 
But weakly, and pay it its due ; 


The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 


Yet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well. belov'd ſhe, 


Whoſe hands, if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhouidd 


dare, 


Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


SONG XXV. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
The gentle ſwan with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves, 
And falling down the ſilver tide, 
Divides ihe whiſp'ring waves: 
The filver tide, that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be; 
But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


A parert 


Wo” MS On. 
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A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 
Gn yonder fruit-tree ſung, : 1 
And ſtill the pendant neſt ſhe view'd, ” 
| That held her callow young. 
8 'Tho' dear to her maternal heart 
The genial brood muſt be, | | / 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, * 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale, 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale. 
My vital blood would be thus froze, 
20 If luckleſs torn from thee; | 
For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
1d They're like her boſom fair. 
Bj May they of our connubial love 
A happy omen be; 
Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Shall Delia ſhare with me. 


SONG XXVI. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at 
Vauxhall-Gardens. | 
Ye ladies, who drive from the ſmoke of the town, 
So whimfical, frolick, and gay: : 
Ye neat country laſſes, in clean linen gown, 
As blith and as pretty as they; 
Here Fannus invites pleaſure's paths to explore, 
And hy on his crutches has limp'd from the 
oor. | | 


it 


Here 
rent 
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Here 2ep waft odours around, 
Seledel front — and hill ; 4 


The god of the woodlands has hallow'd the 


ground, 
And health is a tenant at will. 
No lily or roſe in the ſoil can \ 
So freſhly they bloom in the c of the fair. 


Here Colin, ſhould Damon his province invade, 
Each obſtacle ſoon may remove ; 

The clack of the mill, and the bubbling caſcade, 
Will ſoften the tale of his love : 


Thus baffiing his rival, with arm round her 


waiſt, 


The lighted becomes the dear fav'rite at laſt. 


How ſweetly the muſes in harmony join, 
To cheer the briſk lad and his Jaſs ; 
Now free-hearted topers exult in their wine, 
And kits the ſweet lips of the glaſs. 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deſtroy 
T hoſe innocent pleaſures — Britons ** 


CONS XXVII. Srv dis Ie. Vernon, at 


Vauxhall-Gardens. 


Ass Jockey was trudging the meadows ſo gay, 
So blithe and ſo bonny his air ! 
He met a young laſs, who was going his way, 
Her face all lo clouded with care. 
He aſk'd her what made her ſo moaping and fad. 
Tas pity, if ſhe were in pain: 
She ſigh'd, < I have loſt the verieſt, beſt lad! 
„ And I never ſhall fee him again.” 


SE ( 199 ) 

o he gone to the wars for full many a year 

Cao Jockey, who iroubles you ſo? 4 

Or elſe, where on earth he can never appear, 


Where you and I ſurely rauſt go? | 
No, he's fled,” ſhe reply'd, with another 
fond ſhe, | 


© Tho' to me he was plighted for aye, 
% Ober the mountains he's gone with another from 


me, 
And therefore I cannot be gay.” 
5 If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give 


| o'er, - 
He's a loon, who is not worth your pain; 
Let him go, ſince he's chang'd, be you wretched 
no more, | 
Nor think of a falſe-hearted fwain: 
But *ake, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
I'll ſooth all your grief, and I'll baniſh your 
ſmart; 
Here I'm ready to do as I ſay. 


Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung her a 


ong 3 
Her face look'd no longer deſpair : 
He whiſper' d of love, as they ſaunter'd along, 
And the thought him a lad worth her care. 
She ſinil'd and grew pleas d, late a ſtranger to joy, 
: And Jockey perceiving her kind, 
4. More preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs 


coy : 
$o he drove the falſe Joon from her mind. 


Is SONG 
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SONG xxvin. Sung by Miſs Brent, at 
Vauxhall. 


Young Damon (trives my love to gain, 
He fighs, he ſickens, but in vain, 

His looks expreſs a heart-felt pain, 
And mine returns a cold diſdain. 
Unhappy Damon, thus to love, 

What never was deſign'd above. 


Since e er I told him o er and o er, 

I'd pledg'd my word and truth before, 
And begg'd he would perplex no more, 
His fighs were vain, more vain his pow'r. 
Unhappy Damon thus to love, 

What never was deſign d above. 


When you perſuade the conſtant dove 

To leave her mate, inconſtant prove... 
And thro? the deſart woodlands rove, Wy . 
Then I'll deceive the ſwain I love; N ; 
But ne'es till then will I agree —— 
To quit my love, who loves like me. 


SONG XXIX. Sung by Mr. Raworth, at 


Marybone-Gardens. 

The bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 

And flies abroad for food, | 
Returns impatient thro' the ſky, 

To nurſe the callow broad : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a thouſand harms, . 
And ſickens for the darling boy, 

While abſent from her arms. 


Such 
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Such fondneſsvith impatience joia'd, 
:thFu} boſom fires, 
fd to leave my fair behind, 
Die queen of my defires ! 

w'rs of verſe too languid prove, 


The 
| All amilies are vain, 


To ſhew how ardently I love, 


Or to relieve my pain. 


The faint with fervent zeal inſpir'd 


For heav'n and joys divine, 
T ne ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 

More pure, more warm than mine. 
Itake what liberty I dare, 

*T were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longines to the fair, 


The goddeſs I adore. 


SONG XXX. Sung by Mr. Dearle, at 
Finch's Grotto-Gardens. 
As Phillis the gay, at the break of the day, 
Went forth to the meadows a maying, 
A clown lay aſleep, by a river fo deep, 
That round in meanders was ſtraying. 


His boſom was bare, and for whiteneſs ſo rare, 
Her heart it was gone without warning, 


Wich cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet with 


dew, 


Ne'er look d half ſo freſh in a morning. 


dhe culi'd the ne hay, and down by him ſhe lay, 

Hier wiſhes :t00 warm for diſguiſing; 

She pray'd with his eyes, till he wak'd in ſurpriſe, 
And bluih'd like the ſun at lus riſing. 


She 


* . 


( 202.) | 
She ſung him a ſong, as he lean'd on hiv. prong, 
And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder, ._ 
She p.eſs'd his coy cheek to her boſom ſo fleck, 
And taught his two arms to enfold her. 


The ruſtic grown kind, by a kiſs told his mind, 
And call'd her his dear, and his bleſſing; . 

1 — —4 ſtray d, and ſung, frolick'd, and 
5 | 

And what they did more, there's no gueſſing. 


SONG XXXI. Sung by Mrs. Vincent, &c. 
at Marybone-Gardens. 


Come, ye party jangling ſwains, 

Leave your flocks, and quit your plains; 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport : 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 


Welcome ey'ry friendly gueſt. 


Be it peace, or be it war, 

Both or either, I don't care; 
Pr'ythee, Colin, what have you, 
Or I, with peace or war to do? 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 


Welcome ev'ry friendly gueft. 


All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauty's ſummer, beauty's ſpring, 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow, 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow, 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 

Welcome every blooming gueſt. 


Sprightly 
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gatly widows, come away, 
Laug Hing dams, and virgins gay, 

Little gaudy f::ttering miſſes, 
Smiling hopes of future bliſſes, 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome ev'ry ſpiight'y gueſt. 


Comus jeſting, raufc charming, 
d Wine inſpiring, drauty arming, 
ll Rage and party malice die, 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies, 
Emblem of the joys above, 
» Al is rapture, all is love. 
Chor us. Camus jeſting, &c. 


SONG XXXII. 


Young Sukey blytne and gay, 
Whom Roger oft had een, 
He mournful ſung his lay 
To this fair May-day queen: 
He long had ſigh d in vain, 
His paſſion to declare, 
Tho” Sukey knew his pain, | 
She would not Roger hear. 


By chance ſhe one day came 
To Roger's lonely walk, 
He bow'd unto the dame, 
And thus began to talk: 
Forgive a ruſtick ſwain, 
Whoſe paſſion is fincere, 
My heart is true, tho plain, 
"Tis Sue muſt be my dear. 


\ 
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He ] 
Ke x owing, — laid, 
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ſqueez'd her hand, 


Oh! Roger, you comman 
Ah me! poor filly maid. 
What joy beyond expreſſing, 
= ＋· 45 their hearts, 
g pain poſſeſſing 
Thrill thro? — — 


' SONG XXXII. 
Thou'ſt run awa, thou'ſt run awa, 
Thou'ſt run awa from me, Mary ; 
Nor friends nor I could make thee ſtays: 
You've cheated them and me, Mary. 


For to this day I never thought 
That aught could alter thee, Mary ; 
For thou art miſtreſs of my heart, 
Think what thou wilt of me, Mary. 
Whate'er he ſaid or might , 
That ſtole that heart of thine, Mary, 
I doubt true love was not his end, 
Nor ſuch alove as mine, Mary. 


I lov'd fincere, nor flatter'd much, 
Had no unwerthy views, Mary; 
Ambition, wealth, nor naithing ſuch, 


No, I lov'd only you, Mary. 


Though you've been falſe, yet while I live, 


Tit till wiſh well to thee, Mary. 


May I forget, and friends forgive, 


Thy wrongs to them and me, Mary. 
And now adieu, and reſt aſſur d, | 
Since thou haſt cheated me, Mary, 


For all thy ſex Ill ne'er endure 
Half what I've done for thee, Mary. 


4 


3 


- s 
SONG XXXIV. A favourite Song in the 
Rome. f 
Dear me, how I long to be marry d, 
And in my own coach to be carry'd ; 
Beſide me to fee, 
How charming 'twill be! 
My huſband, and, may be, 
A ſweet little baby, 
As pretty as he. L 
Already I hear | 
: — <p | | 
apa! papa! | | 
Mama F Ss 1 | 


—_ —ͤ —ÿ4—A6 F— — —— 


Od, gracious! what calling, 


What ſtamping, what bawling, | - 
When firſt I am miſs d by the clan! | 

Miſs Molly will chatter, * 4 

Old Square - toes will clatter; = 
But catch me again if they can. 


SONG XXXV. 


How | the ſoldier that lives on his pay, 

He ſpends half a crown out of ſixpence a day; 
He fears neither conſtable, bailiff, nor dun, 
But pays all his debts with the roll of the drum. 


He cares not a button howe'er the world goes, 
The king ſends him money, a barrack, and cloaths ; 
He laughs away ſorrow whenever it come, | 


And rattles away with the roll of the drum. 


1 The 
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Tho drum is his pleaſure, his joy and delight, | 

It leads him to pleaſuze, as well as 0 fight ; | , 
| No girtean hear it, tho' ever ſo grum, 

4 But takes up her trotters to follow the drum. | 


SONG XXXVI. The Kiſs. Sung by 1 
| Signor Fedela at Ranelagh. | 

One kind kiſs before we part, 

Drop a tear, and bid adien ; ] 

Tho? you ſevered, my fond heart, | 

Till we meet, ſhall pant for you. == ] 

| Till we meet, till we meet, | 1 

of Till we meet, ſhall pant for you. L 


Yet, weep not ſo, my love; 
"3 Let me kiſs that falling tear: 
| Tho' my body muſt remove, 
All my foul muſt ſtill be here. 


All my foul, and all my heart, 
Every wiſh ſhall pant for you : 

One kind kiſs, then, ere we part, 
Drop a tear, and bid adieu. | J 


SONG XXXVII. Sung by Miſs Frederick 
at Ranelagh. 
In this ſhady bleſt retreat 
| | I've been wiſhing for my dear, 
—_ I've been wiſhing for my dear; *' | 
EK Hark ! 1 hear, hark ! I hear his welcome feet | 7 
Tell the lovely charmer near. | 
Hark ! I hear his welcome feet 
Tell the lovely charmer near, | 
Tell the lovely charmer, | % 
The lovely charmer near, 12 | 
Tell the lovely charmer near, | 1 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 3 


. RT 


In vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love had bing nail d to the place, 


e 
Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to love's appointed hour ; 
Joy and peace now ſmile again, 
Love, I own thy mighty pow'r. 
In this ſhady bleſt retreat 
L' ve been wiſhing for my dear, | 
I've been wiſhing for my dear ; | 
Hark! I hear, hark ! I hear his welcome feet 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 
In this ſhady bleſt retreat 
I've been wiſhing for my dear; 
Hark ! I hear his welcome feet - 
Tell the lovely charmer near, 
The lovely charmer, 
The lovely charmer near, 
The lovely charmer, 
The lovely charmer near. 


SONG xxxvIII. Sheep in cluſters. 


Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to the grove 
To hide from the rigours of day, * 


And Phillis herſelf in a woodbine alcove, 


Amongſt the freſh violets lay. 
A youngling, it ſceras, had been ſtol'n from its dam, 
Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot, | 
That Corydon might, as he ſearck'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot, &c. 


As thro' the gay hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 
He ſaw the ſweet maid with ſurprize; 

Ye gods! if ſo killing, he cry'd, when ſhe ſleeps, 
I'm Joſt if ſhe opens her eyes. 


To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 


Fil onwards, my lambkins to trace: 
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Huith'd, kuſh'd be theſe birds, what a chirping they 
kee 

He cry d, you're too loud on the ; 


| Don't you ſee, foolith lark, that charmer ? 


— ——— 


aſleep ? 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis day. 
How dare that fond  burterfly touch the ſwees 
maid? 
Her cheek he 2 for the roſe. 
I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs wou id break ber repole. 


Young Phillis look d up with a languiſhing Gnile, 


| Kind ſhepherd, ſhe cry'd, you miſtake, 
1 laid myſelf down but to reſt x me a while, 
And, truſt me, have long been awake. | 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
And plac'd himſelf clole by her fide ; 
He manag'd the matter I cannot tell ho, 
But yeſterday made her his brid? 


SONG XXXIX. 


Bright dawns the day, with roſy fa e, 
'T bat calls the hunters to the chace. 


41 X. 


With muſical horn, 
Salute the gay moin, 
Theſe jolly companions to cheer ; 
ith enlivening ſounds, 
Encourage your hounds, 


To rival the ſpeed of the deer. 


( 
Would you find out his lair, 
To the woodlands repair; 


Hark, hark! he's unharbour'd, they cry. 


Then fleet o'er the plain 
We gallop amain, | 
All, all is a tranſport of joy. 


O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
Thro' foreſts and floods, | 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind; 
: The welkin reſounds | 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert behind. 


Adieu to old care, 

| Pale grief, and deſpair, 

We ride m oblivion ot fear : 
Vexation and pain 

We leave to the train, 

Sad wretches, that lag in the rear, 


Lo, the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
Then eagerly ſeize on the prize; 
The welkin reſounds 
| To the chorus of hounds, | 
Shrill horns wind his knell—and he dies. 
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0 SONG XL. 

The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 

And a '- all ſpangled with dew-drops 

The lark's early matins proclaim the new day, 

And the — chearful ſummons rebukes our 
delay. 

With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can 
vie, 8 


While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 
Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 


And the flaves of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 


court ; 
Nor care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 


Thv' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 


With the {ports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; | 


And the artful coquette, tho* ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 


Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 


All the bleſſing we aſk is the bleſſing of health; 


With hounds and with horns thro' woodlands te 


roam 


And, when dir d abroad, find contentment at home. 
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With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſi 
can vie, 


While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry. 


SONG XII. 


When Phcebus the tops of the hills does adorn, | 

How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn ! 5 

When the antling ſtag is rous d with the found, 

Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 

And thinks he has left us behind on the plain ; 

But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
glorious game, | 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, | 

And, winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed : * 

But, oh! 'tis in vain, tis in vain that he flies, 4 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the 
cries : 1 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants, till by well-ſcented hounds fur- 
rounded, he dies. 


SONG XIII. 
 RECITATIVE. 
The whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 


dawn, 
The thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic note, . 
Loud fings the blackbird thro* reſounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the riſing fun. 
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Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds; 
I' warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
+ dee, yonder he ſkulks thro? the grounds. | , 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, 1 
my bloods, 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn; 
What concert is equal to that of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn? 


1 In cover no ſafety can find; 
_ * So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
4 And leaves us at diſtance behind. | | 
O'er rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; "Ys 
- Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die ; 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro” the dale, 
All parch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue, 
His ſpeed can no Jonger vail, | 
Nor his life cay his cunning prolong. | 
From our ſtauch and fleet pack twas in vain that 3 
- See his bruſh falls bemir'd, forlorn; | | 
The farmers with pleaſure behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. | 
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SONG XLIIL. 


Let the grave, the gay, 
Enjoy lite when they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs : 
Go the world well or ill, | 
Tis the ſame with me fill, 
Tf I have but my friend and my glaſs. 


The lover may figh, 


The courtier inay lie, 


And Crteſus his treaſure amaſs; 


All the joys are but vain p 
That are blended with pain 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, 
And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs ; 
Or his courage prepares 
_ To diſdain the nymph's airs ; 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The fun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, 
Let us live while we may, 


And TI ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 
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, "Tis friendſhip and wine 
* Only life can refine; 


We care not whate'er 
With courts or * 
here's none of us ſtateſmen; 


T 
cocke, here's to our friend and our glaſs, 
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